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MADAM, 


W only Title to the great Honour 1 
NV. M now do myſelf, is the Obligation 1 


have formerly received from Vour 

Royal Indulgence; which I remem- 

ber with the utmoſt Gratitude. I was indeed 
uneaſy, till J had bethought my ſelf of ſome 
Means of relieving my Heart, by expreſſing 
its Acknowledgment, My Inclination carried 
me to Poetry; Your Virtues determined me to 
Sacred Poetry above all other; and in t hat 
Kind there is no Subject more exalted and af- 
fecting, than this which I have choſen. Its 
very firſt Mention ſnatches away the Soul 
to the Borders of Eternity, ſurrounds it with 
Wonders, opens to it on every Hand the moſt 
ſurpriſing Scenes of Awe and Aſtoniſhment, 
and terminates its View with nothing leſs than 
A 3 tho 
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the Fulneſs of Glory, and the Throne of God. 
Bu r this may ſeema very improper Seaſon 
for any Thing of ſo grave and folemn a Nature 
to preſent it ſelt before You, and mingle with 
the Gaiety and Splendor of Univerſal Joy and 
Thankſgiving. Yet, if we conſider that the 
Thoughts which You will meet in the follow- 
ing Pages, are ſuch as are ever uppermoſt in 
Yourown Heart; and that, in all Probability, 
thoſe Great Bleſſings, which Your People now 
enjoy, are the Reward of that Religious Bent 
of Mind, and Virtuous Diſpoſition in their 
PRINCE, hope That may ſeem leſs Foreign 
and Unſeaſonable, which is the Root of the 
Felicity now flouriſhing among Us, jand 
ſhedding its ripened Fruits on our Land. 


Trey are Strangers to Your Majeſty,who 


think, when they write to the Britiſh Throne, 
that Victories and Triumphs muſt be their con- 
ſtant Theme; they know not there is ſome. 
thing You hold much Dearer than either Your 
Fortune, or Your Glory. They have not 
attended to Your Unbounded Charities; they 
have not heard of your Royal Careand Gene- 
roſit y to thoſe who ſerve at the Holy Altar; 
they never ſufficiently admired your Reſolu- 
tion of building magnificently to the Lord, 


and ſetting wide the Gates of Salva- 


tion: In a word, they are ſtill to be 
informed, that prudent Councils and ſucceſsful 
Arms, well-ordered States, and humbled Foes, 


are 
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are only the ſecond Glories of Your moſt Illuſ- 
trious Reign. | 
Ir is, Madam, a Proſpect truly Great, to 


behold You ſeated on Your Throne, ſurround- 


ed with yourFaithtul Councellors, and Migh- 
ty Men of War, iſſuing forth Commands to Your 
own People, or giving Audience to the Great 
Princes and Powerſul Rulers of the Earth. 
But why ſhould we confine Your Glory 
here? I am pleaſed to ſee You riſe from this 


lower World, ſoaring above the Clouds, paſſing 
the Firſt and Second Heavens, leaving the 
fixed Stars behind You ; nor will I loſe You 
there, but keep 
| boundleſs Spaces on the other Side of Creation 


You ſtill in view thro' the 


in Your Journey towards Eternal Bliſs, till 
J behold the Heaven of Heavens open, and 
Angels receiving, and conveying You {till 
onward from the Stretch of my Imagination, 
which tires in her Purſuit, and falls back again 
to the Earth. 


WA Ta Panegyrick is it on Human Na- 


ture to conſider, that it ſhall come to paſs in 


{ome future Time, thro' which the Thread of 
Your Exiſtence ſhall run, that You Yourſelf 
may forget this Glorious Tear, or make its Re- 
membrance only ſerve by compariſon to recom- 
mend Superior Honours, and more Splendid 


”'Renown? Let us tremble at the Power of 


God, and adore the Proſuſion of his Good- 
neſs on us his Creatures! We behold thee, O 
A3 QUEEN! 
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QVEEN!: Great in Peace and War, Great 
in thy Alliance, Greatcr in thy Self; we ſee 
Thee bleſſing thy People, and compoſing the 
Strites of Europe; We ſurvey Thee in this 
full Light, this Blaze of Sublunary Greatneſs, 
and own thy Glory is not yet begun. 
Sv CH Thoughts might appear too warm 
and affected on another Occaſion; but 
they are ſo natural to him who preſents 
ſucha Theme to ſuch a Qu EN, that they 
are not without Violence to be ſuppreſſed. 
When at Your Royal Leiſure You turn over 
' the following Sheets, if you find any 
Thing that encourages Virtue, or diſheartens 
Vice, let it intercede for Pardon of my many 

Defects and Errors. 
THAN Your Reign may be as Pious as it is 
Glorious, and give Poſterity as many Inſtan- 
ces of exemplary Virtue and Religion, as it will 
of eminent Talents, and extraordinary Capa- 
cities; that it may not only ſhine in Hiſtory, 
and be Great in the Annals of the Earth, but 
alſo be ſet down in the Obſervation of Angels, 
and with diſtinguiſhed Characters be written 
in the Book of Life, to give Joy at the Great 
Day; is the conſtant Prayer of him who is, 

3s moſt particularly obliged to be, 
Tour MAJESTY'S | 
Moſt Humble, and 
Moſt Obedient Subjecf, 

E DW ARD YOUN G. 


— OW let the Atheift tremble; thos 
Py = 4 alone 


Canſt bid his conſcious Heart the 
Godbead own. 

Whom ſhalt thou not reform? O 
thou haſt ſeen, 


How God deſcends to judge the Souls of Men. 
"Thou heard't the Sentence; how the Guilty mourn, 


Driven out from God, and never muſt return? 


Az Yzrt 
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1 + 1 more, behold ten thouſand Thunders faij, 
And ſudden Vengeance wrap the flaming Ball: 
When Nature ſunk, when every Bolt was hurl'd, 
Thou ſaw'ſt the boundleſs Ruins of the World. 


Wu x guilty Sadom felt the burning Rain, 
And Sulphur fell on the devoted Plain; 
Tye Patriarch thus the fiery Tempeſt paſt, 
Vith pious Horror view'd the Deſart Waſte ; 
Tune reſtleſs Smoke ſtill wav'd its Curls around, 
For ever riſing from the glowing Ground. 


— 


-Þ U 1 tell me, O, whay heay'nly Pleaſure tell, 
To think ſo greatly, and defcribe ſo well! 
How waſt thou pleas'd the wond'rous Theme to try, 
And find the Thought of Man could riſe ſo high? 
Beyond this World the Labour to purſue, 
AndopenallETE KNITYtoView? 


; v T thou art beſt delighted to rehearſe 
Heaven's holy Dictates in exalted Verſe : 
O thou haſt Power the harden'd Heart to warm, 
To grieve, to raiſe, to terrify, to charm ; 


To 


4 
To fix the Soul on God, to teach the Mind 
ro kao be Dignity of human Kind. 
By ſtricter Rules well · govern · d Life to ſcan, 
And praQtiſe oer the Angel in the Man. 


T. WHARTON, 
Maęd. Coll. e 
Oxon. 25 
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To Mrs. A. C. with 


Dr. Y OUNG's Poem. 


11 ADA M, 
ERE ſacred Truths, in lofty Numbers told, 
H The Proſpect of a future State unfold: 
The Realms of Night to mortal View diſ- 
play, 


And the glad Regions of Eternal Day. 
This daring Author ſcorns, by vulgar Ways 


Of guilty Wit, to merit worthleſs Praiſe. 
Full of her glorious Theme, his tow'ring Mule. 
With gen'rous Zeal a nobler Fame purſues : 


| Religion's Cauſe her raviſh'd Heart inſpires, 


And with a thouſand bright Ideas fires; 


"Tranſports her quick, impatient, piercing Eye, 


O'er the ſtrait Limits of Mortality, 
To boundleſs Orbs, and bids her fearleſs ſoar, 


Where only Milton gain'd Renown before 
Where 


. 
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Where various Scenes alternately excite 
Amazement, Pity, Terror, and Delight. 


Tus did the Muſes ſing in early Times, 
E'er skill d to flatter Vice, and yarniſh Crimes: 
Their Lyres were tun'd to virtuous Songs alone, 
And the chaſte Poet, and the Prieſt, were one, 
But now forgetful of their Infant State, 
They ſooth the wanton Pleaſuresof the Great : 
And from the Preſs, and the licentious Stage, 
With luſcious Poiſon taint the thoughtleſsAge ; 
Deceitful Charms attract our wond'ring Eyes, | 


And ſpecious Ruin unſuſpected lies. 


So the rich Soil of India's blooming Shores, 

Adorn'd with laviſh Nature's choiceſt Stores, 

Where Serpents lurk, by Flowers conceal'd from Sight, | 
Hides fatal Danger under gay Delight, 


TEE purer Thoughts from groſs Allays refin'd; 
With heav'nly Raptures elevate the Mind: | 
Not fram'd to raiſe a giddy ſhort-liv'd Joy, 
Whoſe falſe Allurements, while they pleaſe, deſtroy ; 
But Bliſs reſembling that of Saintsaboye, | 
Sprung trom the Viſion of th' Almighty's Love: 


Firm, 


Firm, ſolid Bliſs, for ever great and new, 
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The more tis known, the more admir'd like you; 
Like you, fair Nymph, in whom united meet 


Endearing Sweetneſs, unaffected Wit, 

And all the Glories of your ſparkling Race, 
While inward Virtues heighten ev'ry Grace, 
By theſe ſecur'd, you will with Pleaſure read 
Of future judgment, and the riſing Dead; 


Of Time's grand Period, Heat n and Earth o'erthrown x 
And gaſping Nature's laſt tremendous Groan. 


Theſe, when the Stars and Sun ſhall be no more, . 
Shall Beauty to your ravag d Form reſtore: 
Then ſhall you ſhine with an immortal Ray, 


Improv'd by Death, and brighten'd by Decay. 


T. TrRISTRAM. 
Pemb. Colle | e | 
Oxon, 


{ 
on 


Ip/e Pater media nimborum in nocte, coruſca 

Fulmina molitur Dextra ; quo maxima motu 

Terra tremit, fugere Fere, & mortalia corda | 
Per Gentes, humilis ſtravit pavor — Vins. 


HIL E others ſing the Fortune of the 
Great, | 
Empire and Arms, and all the Pomp of 
State, 
With Britain's Hero ſet their Souls on fire, 
And grow Immortal as his Deeds inſpire; 


I draw a deeper Scene: AScene that yields 
Alouder Trumpet, and more dreadful Fields; 


Py 


* The Duke of Marlborough. 
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The World alarm'd, bothEarth and Heav'n o' er- throwyn; 
And gaſping Nature's laſt tremendous Groan ; 
Death's antient Scepter broke, the teeming Tomb, 
The Righteous Judge, and Man's Eternal Doom, 
WIr n Joy and Pain I view the bold Deſign, 

And ask my anxious Heart, if it be mine. 
Whatever great or dreacful has been done; 

Within the Sight of conſcious Stars or Sun, 

Is far beneath my Daring; I look down 

On all the Splendors of the Britiſß Crown. 

This Globe is for my Verſe a narrow Bound, 
Attend me all ye glorious Worlds around! : 
O! allve Angels, howſoe'er disjoin'd, 

Of every various Order, Place, and Kind. 
Hear and aſſiſt a feeble Mortal's Lays, 
*Tis Our Eternal King I ſtrive to praiſe, 

Bur chiefly Thou, Great Ruler! Lord of all! 
Before whoſe Throne Archangels proſtrate fall; 

If at thy Nod, from Diſcord, and from Night 
Sprang Beauty, and yon ſparkling Worlds of Light, 
Exalt &en me; all inward Tumults quell, 

The Clouds and Darkneſs of my Mind diſpel 


To my great Subject Thou my Breaſt inſpire, 
And raiſe my lab'ring Soul with equal Fire. 


"Man 


In, 


\N 
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Max beat thy Brow aloft, view every Grace 


In God's great Offſpring, beauteous Nature's Face. 


See Spring's gay Bloom, ſee golden Autumn's Store; 
See how Earth ſmiles, and hear old Ocean roar, 


Leviathans but heave their cumbrous Mail, 


It makes a Tide, and Wind-bound Navies ſail, 


Here, Foreſts riſe, the Mountain's awful Pride; 
Here, Rivers meaſure Climes, and worlds divide, 


There, Valleys fraught with Gold's reſplendent Seeds, 


Hold King's, and Kingdom's Fortunes in their Beds. 
There, to the Skies, aſpiring Hills aſcend, 
And into diſtant Lands their Shades extend. 


view Cities, Armies, Fleets; of Fleets the Pride, 


See Europe's Law, in Albion's Channel ride. 
view the whole Earth's vaſt Landskip unconfin'd, 
Or view in Britain all her Glories join d. 

Tu Ex let the Firmament thy Wonder raiſe, 


"Twill raiſe thy Wonder, but tranſcend thy Praiſe, 


How far from Eaſt to Weſt? the }abouring Eye 


Can ſcarce the diſtant azure Bounds deſcry : 


Wide Theatre! where Tempeſts play at large, 

And God's Right Hand can all its Wrath diſcharge. 

Mark how thoſe radiant Lam ps inflame the Pole, 

Call forth the Seaſons, and the Year controul: 
They 
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They ſhine thro' Time, with an unalter d Ray 
See This grand Period riſe, and That decay: 
So vaſt, This World's a Grain; yet Myriads grace 
With golden Pomp the throng d Ethereal Space; 
So bright, with ſuch a Wealch of Glory ſtor'd, 
»Twere Sin in Heathens not to have ador'd. 
H ow great, how firm, how ſacred All a ppears! 
How worthy an Immortal Round of Years! 
Yet All muſt drop, as Autumn' s ſicklieſt Grain, 
And Earth and Firmament be ſought in vain: 
The Tra forgot where Conftellations ſhone, 
Or where the Stuarts fild an awful Throne: 
Time ſhall be ſlain, all Nature be deſtroy'd, 
Nor leave an Atom in the mighty Void. 
800 NES, or later, in ſome furure Date, 
(A dreadful Secret in the Book of Fate!) 
This Hour, for aught all human Wiſdom knows, 
Or when ten thouſand Harveſts more have role, 
When Scenes are chang'd on this reyolving Earth, 
Old Empires fall, and give new Empires Birth: 
When other Boxrbons rule in other Lands, 
And (if Man's Sin forbids not) other Annes: 
While the ſtill buſy World is treading ofer 
The Paths they trod five thouland Years before, 
Thought 


. 


ö 


T 
O 
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Thoughtleſs as thoſe who Now Life's Mazes run, 
Of Earth diſſolv'd, or an extinguiſh'd "FER 

(Y Sublunary Worlds, awake, awake, 
Ye Rulers of the Nations hear and ſhake !) 
Thick Clouds of Darkneſs ſhall ariſe on Day, 
Inſi udden Night all Earth's Dominions lay; 


Impetuous W inds the ſcatter'd Foreſts rend, 


Eternal Mountains, like their Cedars, bend; 


The Valleys yawn, the troubled Ocean roar, 


And break the Bondage of his wonted Shoar ; 


A ſanguin Stain the Silver Moon o'erſpread, 


\ Darkneſs the Circle of the Sun invade ; 


From inmoſt Heay'n inceſſant Thunders roll, 
And the ſtrong Echo bound from Pole to Pole. | 
Waexlo! a mighty Trump, one half conceaFd 


In Clouds, one half to mortal Eye reveal'd. 


Shall pour a dreadtul Note; the piercing Call, 
Shall rattle in the Centre of the Ball, 
Th' extended Circuit of Creation ſhake, 
The Living die with Fear, the Dead awake. 

O n powerful Blaſt ! to which no equal Sound 
Did e'er the frighted Ear of Nature wound! 
Tho' rival Clarions have been ſtrain'd on high, 
And kind-d wars Immortal thro” the Skv, 

B Tho 
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Tho' Gods whole Engin'ry diſcharg'd, and all 
The Rebel Angels bellow'd in their Fall. 

H a v X*Angels ſinn'd? and ſhall not man beware? 
How ſhall aSon of Earth decline the Snare? 
Not folded Arms, and Slackneſs of the Mind, 
Can promiſe for the Safety of Mankind 
None are ſupinely Good: Thro' Care and Pain, 
And various Arts, the ſteep Aſcent we gain. 
This is the Scene of Combat, not of Reſt. 
Man's is laborious Happineſs at beſt; 

On this Side Death his Dangers never ceaſe, 
His Joys are Joys of Conqueſt, not of Peace. 
| I thenobſequioustothe Will of Fate, | 

And bending to the Terms of human State, 

When guilty Joys invite us to their Arms, 


When Beauty ſmiles, or Grandeur ſpreads her Charms, 


The conſcious Soul would This great Scene diſplay, 
Call down th' Immortal Hoſts in dread Array, 
The Trumpet (ound, the Chriſtian Banner ſpread, 
And raiſe from ſilent Graves the trembling Dead; 
Such deep Impreſſion would the Picture make, 

No Pow'r on Earth her firm Reſolve could ſhake; 
Engag'd with Angels ſhe would greatly ſtand, 
And look regardleſs down on Sea and Land; 
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Not proffer'd Worlds her Ardour could reſtrain, 
And Death might ſhake his threatning Launce in vain; 


Her certain Conqueſt would endear the Fight, 

And Danger ſerve but to ſupply Delight, 
INSTRUCTE D thus to ſhun the fatal Spring 

W hence flow the Terrors of That Day I ſing, 

More boldly we our Labour may purſue, 

And all the dreadful Image ſet to view. 


THE ſparkling Eye, the ſleek and painted Breaſt, 
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The burniſh'd Scale, curl'd Train, and riſing Creſt, 


All that is lovely, in the noxious Snake, 


Provokes our Fear, and bids us fly the Brake: 
The Sting once drawn, his guiltleſs Beauties riſe 
In pleaſing Luſtre, and detain our Eyes; 


We view with Joy, what once did Horror move, 


And ſtrong Averſion ſoftens into Love. 


Sar, then, my Muſe, whom diſmal Scenes delight. 


Frequent at Tombs, and in the Realms of Night 


Say, melancholy Maid, if bold to dare 
The laſt Extremes of Terror, and Deſpair ; 


Oh ſay, what Change on Earth, what Heart in Man 


This blackeſt Moment ſince the World began. 


An mournfu] Turn! the bliſsful Earth, who late 


At leiſure on her Axle roll'd in State, 
B 2 


While 
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While thouſand golden Planets knew no Reſt, 

Still onward intheir circling Journey preſt, | 

A grateful Chonge of Seaſons ſome to bring, 

And ſweet VIciſſitude of Fall and Spring: 

Some thro? vaſt Oceans to conduct the Keel, 

And ſome thoſe Watry Worlds to ſink, or ſwell: 
Around her ſome their Splendors to diſplay, 

And gild her Globe with tributary Day. 

This World ſo great, of Joy the bright Abode, 
Heav'ns darling Child, and Fav'rite of her God, 
Now looks an Exile from her Father's Care, 
Deliver'd o'er to darkneſs and Deſpair, 

No Sun in radiant Glory ſhines on high, 
No Light, but from the Terrors of the Sky, 

Fall'n are her Mountains, her fam'd Rivers loft, | 
And all into a ſecond Chaos toſt: 

Oneaniverſal Ruin ſpreads abroad, 
Nothing is ſate beneath the Throne of God. 
 Svcn, Earth, thy Fate; what then canſt thou afford 
To comfort, and ſupport thy guilty Lord! 

Man, haughty Lord ot all beneath the Moon, 

Huw muſt he ben! nis Soul's Ambition down ? 

Proſt rate the Reptile own, and diſayow 
Ius boaſted Stature, and aſſumi ng Brow ? . 
Claim 


Book I. 
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Claim Kindred with the Clay, and curſe his Form. 
That ſpeaks Diſtinction from his Siſter Worm ? 
Whatdreadful Pangs the trembling Heart invade ? 
Lord, why doſt Thou forſake, whom Thou haſt ma le? 
W ho can ſuſtain thy Anger? who can ſtand 


Beneath the Terrors of thy lifted Hand? | 


It flies the Reach of Thought: O ſave me, Pow'r 
Of Powers Supreme, in that tremendous Hour! 
Thou, who beneath the Frown of Fate haſt ſtood. 
And in thy dread'ul Agony ſweat Blood; 


Thou, who for methro' ev'ry throbbing Vein 


Haſt felt the keeneſt Edge of Mortal Pain, 


Whom Deathled Captive thro' the Realms below, 
And taught thoſe horrid Myſteries of Woe; 
Defend me, O my God! Oh ſave me, Pow'r 
Of Pow'rs Supreme, in that tremendous i * 
FROM Eaſtto Weſt they fly, from Pole to Line, 
Imploring Shelter from the Wrath Divine; 
Beg Flames to wrap, or whelming Seas to ſweep, 
Or Rocks to yawn compaſſionately deep: 
Seas caſt the Monſter forth to meet his Doom, 
And Rocks but priſon up for Wrath to come. 
So fares a Traytor to an earthly Crown; 
While Death ſits throat'ning in his Prince's Frowa, 
B 3 His 
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His Hearts diimay'd; and now his Fears command 
To change his native for a diſtant Land: 
Swift Orders fly, the King's ſeyere Decree 
Stands in the Channel, and locks up the Sea ; 
The Port, he ſeeks, obedient to her Lord, 
Hurls back the Rebel to his lifted Sword, 

Bo r why thisidle Toil to paint That Day 
Chis Time elaborately thrown away ? 
Words all in vain pant after the Diſtreſs, 
The Height of Eloquence would make it leſs; 
Heav'ns ! eien the good Man trembles— 

AN Þ is there a Laſt Day? and muſt there come 
A Sure, a Fix'd, Inexprable Doom? | 
Ambition (well, and thy proud Sailsto ſhow, 
Taxe all the Winds that Vanity can blow; . 
Wealth, on a golden Mountain blazing ſtand, 
And reach an India forth in either Hand; 
Spread all thy Purple Cluſters, tempting Vine, 
And Thou, more dreaded Foe, bright Beauty, ſhine, 
Shine All; in all your Charms together riſe; 
That all, in all your Charms, I may def; piſe, 

While mount upward on a ſtrong Deſire, 

Borne, like Elijah, ina Car of Fire. 
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In hopes of Glory to be quite involy'd / 
To {mile at Death! to long to be difloly'd?! 


From our Decays a Pleaſure to receive! 


And kindle into Tranſport at a Grave! 


What equals This ? and ſhall the Victor now 


Boaſt the proud Laurels on his loaded Brow ? 


Religion Oh thou Cherub, heavenly bright! 


Oh Joys unmix d, and fathomleſs Delight 
Thou, thou art All; nor find I in the whole 
Creation aught, but God and my own Soul. 
Fo x ever then, my Soul, thy God adore, 
Nor let the brute Creation praiſe him more. 
Shall Things inanimate my Conduct blame, 
And fluſh my conſcious Cheek with ſpreading Shame? 
They All for him purſue, or quit their End; 
The mounting Flames their burning Pow's ſuſpend, 


 Infſolid Heaps th' unfrozen Billows ſtand, 


To Reſt and Silence aw'd by His Command: 
Nay, the dire Monſters that infeſt the Flood, 
By Nature dreadful, and a- thirſt for Blood, 
His Willcan calm, their ſavage Tempers bind, 


And turn to mild Protectors of Mankind. 


Did not the Prophet this great Truth maintain 


lathe deep Chambersof the gloomy Main ; 
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When Darkneſs round him all her Horrors ſpread, | 
And the Sea bellow'd o'er his ſinking Head? | 


Wau N now the Thunder roars, the Lightning flies, 


And all the warring Winds tumultuous riſe; 
When now the foaming Surges toſt on high, 
Diſcloſe the Sands beneath, and touch the Sky; 
When Death draws near, the Mariners agaſt, 
Look back with Terror on their Actions paſt; 
Their Courage ſickens into deep diſmay, 
Their Hearts thro' Fear and Anguiſh melt away; 
Nor Tears, nor Pray'rs, the Tempeſts can appeaſe; 
Now they devote their Treaſure to the Seas; 
Unload their ſhatter'd Barque, tho' richly fraught, 
And think the Hopes of Lite are cheaply bought 
With Gems and Gold; but Oh, the Storm ſo high! 
Nor Gems nor Gold the Hopes of Life can buy. 
Tus trembling g Prophet then, themſelves to ſave, 
They headlong plunge into the briny Wave; 
Down he deſcends, and booming o'er his Head 
The Billows cloſe; He's number'd with the Dead. 
(Hear, Oye Juſt: attend, ye Virtuous Few! 
nd the bright paths of Piety purſue) 
Lo! the great Ruler of the World from high 
Looks ſmiling down with a propitious Eye, | 
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Covers his Servant with his gracious Hand, 


And bids tempeſtuous Nature ſilent ſtand; 
Commands the peaceful Watersto give place, 
Or kindly fold him in a ſoft Embrace: 


| He bridles in the Monſters of the Deep, 
The bridled Monſters awful Diſtance keep; 


Forget their Hunger, while they view their Prey, 


And guiltleſs gaze, and round the Stranger play. 


Bu r ſtill ariſe new Wonders; Nature's Lord 


Sends forth into the Deep his pow*rful Word, 


And calls the great Leviathan; the great 
Leviathan attends in all his State, 


Exults for Joy, and with a mighty Bound 
Makes the Sea ſhake, and Heay'n and Earth reſound 


Blackens the Waters with the riſing Sand, 
And drives vaſt Billows to the diſtant Land. 
As yawnsan Earthquake, when impriſon'd Air 


Struggles for Vent, and lays the Centre bare, 


The Whale expands his Jaws enormous Size, 
The Prophet views the Cavern with Surprize ; 


Meaſures his monſtrous Teeth afar deſcry'd, 


And rolls his wondring Eyes from ſide to fide : 


Then takes poſſeſſion of the ſpacious Seat, 


And ſais ſecure within the dark Retreat. 
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Now is he pleas d the Northern Blaſt to hear, 

And hangs on liquid Mountains void of fear; 
Or falls immerſt into the Depths below, 
Where the Dead ſilent Waters never flow; 
To the Foundations of the Hills convey'd 
Dwells in the ſhelving Mountains dreadful Shade: 
Where never Plummet reach'd, he draws his Breath, 
And glides ſerenely thro' the Paths of Death, 

To wondrous Days and Nights thro'CoralGroyes, 
Thro' Labyrinths of Rocks, and Sands he roves; 
When the third Morning with its level Rays i $7 
The Mountains gilds, and on the Billows plays, 
It ſees the King of Waters riſe, and pour 
His ſacred Gueſt un-injur'don the Shore: 
A Type of that great Bleiſing, which the Muſe 
In her next Labourardemily purſues. 


THE 
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He hope,that the Departed will riſe again from 11 | 
Ws which, lake the Gods, They will be Immortal, 


** ah * 


OW Man awakes, and from his ſilent Bed, : 

Where he has ſlept for Ages, lifts his Head ; 
Shakes oft the Slumber of ten thouſand Years, 
And on the Borders of new Worlds appears. 
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| Whate'er the bold, the raſn Adventure coſt, 
In wide Eternity I dare be loſt. 
The Muſe is wont in narrow Bounds to ſing, 


- To teach the Swain, or celebrate the Ning: 


I gra'p the Whole, no more to Parts confin'd, 
I litt my Voice, and ling to Human Kind: 


1 ſing to Men and Angels; Angels] join, | 


' While ſuch the Theme, their ſacred Songs with. mine, 


AG ain the Trumpet's intermitted Sound 
Rolls the wide Circuit of Creation round, 
Anuniverſal Concourſe to prepare 


Ot all that ever breath'd the vital Air; 
In ſome wide Field, which active Whirlwinds ſweep, 


Drive Cities, Foreſts, Mountains to the Doep, 
To ſmooth and lengthen out th unbounded Space, 


And ſpre ad an Area for all Human Race. 


Now Monuments prove faithful to their Truſt, 


| And render back their Jong committed Duſt, 
Now Charnels rattle; ſcatter d Limbs, and all 


The various Bones obſequious to the Call, 

Selt mov 'd advance; the Neck perhaps to meet 
The diſtant Head, the diſtant Legs the Feet. 
Dreadfulto view, ſec chroagh the Dusky Sky | 


Fragments of Bockes in Confuſion fly, 
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To diſtant Regions journeFing, there to claim 
Deſerted Members, and compleat the Frame. 
Wain the World bow'd to Rome's Almighty Sword, 

Rome how'd to Pompey, and confeſs'd her Lord. 
Yer one Day loſt, this Deity below 
Became the Scorn and Pity of his Foe. 
His blood a Traitor's Sacrifice was made, 

mine. And ſmoak'd indignant on a Ruffian's Blade, 

No Trumpet's Sound, no gaſping Army's Yell, 
Bid with due Horror his great Soul farewel. 
Obſcure his fall! all weltring in its Gore, 
His Trunk was caſt to periſh on the Shore 

ep, While Julius frown'd the bloody Monſter dead, 
Who brought the World in his great Rival's Head. 


, This ſever'd Head and Trunk ſhall join once more, 
J Tho' Realms now riſe between, and Oceans roar. 
. The Trumpet's Sound each vagrant More ſhall hear, 


Or fix'd in Earth, or if afloat in Air, 
Obey the ſignal wafted in the Wind, 
And not one ſlec ping Atom lag behind. 
So ſwarming Bees, that on a Summei's Day 
In airy Rings, and wild Meanders play, 
Charm'd with the brazen Sound, their Wandriogs end, 
And gently circling on a Bowgh deſcend. 


To THE 


30 The Lasr Day: Bookl 00 


TAE Body this renew'd, the conſcious Soul, 
W hich has perbaps been flutt'ring near the Pole, 
Or midſt the burning Planets wond'ring ftray'd, 
Or hover'd o'er, where her pale Corps was laid, 
Or rather coaſted on her final State, 
And fear'd, or wiſh'd for her appointed Fate: 
This Soul returning with a conſtant Flame, 
Now weds for ever her immortal Frame. 
Life, which ran down before, ſo high is wound, 
The 8 prings maintain an everlaſting Round. 
Tuus a frail Model of the Work deſign'd; 
Firſt takes a Copy of the Builder's Mind, 
Before the Structure firm with laſting Oak, 
And marble Bowels of the ſolid Rock, 
Turns the ſtrong Arch, and bids the Columns riles 
And bear the lofty Palace to the Skies; 
The Wrongs of Time enabled to ſurpaſs, 
W ith Bars of Adamant, and Ribs of Braſs. 

THar antient, ſacred, and illuſtrious * Dome, 
Where ſoon or late fair Albion's Heroes come, 


From Camps, and Courts, tho! great; and wiſe, and ji 


To feed the Worm, and moulder into Duſt , 


- - * * 
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Fu d as a Rock, and broke the ruſhing Flood, 
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That ſolemn Manſion of the Royal Dead, | 
Where paſſing Slaves o'er ſleeping Monarchs tread, 


Now populons o'erflows: A numerous Race 


Of riſing Kings fill allth* extended Space: 

A Life well ſpent, not the victorious Sword, 
Awards the Crown, and ſtiles the greater Lord. 
Non Monuments alone, and Burial-Earth, 


Labours with Man to this his ſccond Birth; 


But where gay Palaces in Pomp ariſe, 

And gilded Theatres invade the Skies, 

Nations ſhall wake, whoſe unſuſpe&ed Bones 
Support the Pride of their luxurious Sons. 

The moſt magnificent, and coſtly Dome, 

Is but an upper Chamber to a Tomb. 

No Spot on Earth, but has ſupply'd a Grave, 
And human Sculls the ſpacious Ocean pave. 


All's full of Man, and at this dreadful Turn, 


The Swarm ſhall iſſue, and the Hive ſhall burn. 
Nor all at once, nor in like manner riſe, 
Some lift weith Pain their ſlow unwilling Eyes; 
Shrink backward from the Terror of the Light, 


And bleſs the Grave, and call for laſting Night. 


Others, whoſe long attempted Virtue ſtood 


Whole 
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W boſe firm Reſolve, nor Beauty could melt down, 
Nor raging Tyrants from their Poſture frown ; 
Such in this Day of Horrors ſhall be ſeen, 
To face the Thunders with a God - like Mien; 
The Planets drop, their Thoughts are fix d above; 
The Centre ſhakes, their Hearts diſdain to move. 
An Earth diſſolving, and a Heav'nthrown wide, 
A yawning Gulph, and Fiends on ey'ry tide, 
| Serene they view, impatient of Delay, 
And bleſs the Dawn oſ everlaſting Day. 

On wondrous Change! what unknown Objects rile 
Shake my Belief, and fill me with Surprize - 
ere, Greatneſaproſtrate falls, there, Strength gives place 
H ere, Lazars ſmile, there, Beauty hides her Face, 
Chriſtians, and Jeris, and Turks, and Pagans ſtand, 
A blended Throng, one undiſtinguiſh'd Band. 
Some who perhaps by mutual Wounds expir'd 
With Zeal for their diſtinct Perſuaſions fr'd, 
In mutual Friendſhip their long Slumber break, 
And hand in hand their Saviour's Love partake, 

zur none are flu ſh'd with brighter Joy, or warm, 
With juſt er Confidence enjoy the Storm, 
Than thoſe, whoſe pious Bounties unconfin'd 


Haye made them publick Fathers of Mankind, 
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In that illuſtrious Rank, what ſhining Light 


With f. uch diſtingniſh'd Glory fil's my Sight? 


Bend down, my grateful Muſe, that Homage ſhow, 
W hich to ſuch Worthies thou art proud to owe. 
Wickham | Fox! Chichley! hail illuſtrious * Names, 
Who to far diſtant Times diſpenſe your Beams; 
Beneath your Shades, and near your chryſtal Springs, 
I fiſt preſum'd to touch the trembling Strings. 

All hail thrice honour'd! 'twas your great Renown 


To bleſs a People, and oblige a Crown, 


When other Records Length of Years ſhall blaſt, 


In your adopted Sons your Fame ſhall laſt, 

And make thoſe Kings to lateſt Ages known, 
Thoſe happy Monarchs, under whom you ſhone : 
A Moment ſhone, illuſtriouſly bright, 

Then left the mourning World, and ſet in Night; 


But now you riſe Eternally to ſhine, 


Eternally to drink the Rays Divine. 
IN DuILGENT God! Oh how ſhall Mortal raiſe 


His Soul to due Returns of grateful Praiſe, 


* Founders of New- College, . aud 
All-Souls, iz Oxford. 
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For Bounty ſo profuſe to human Kind, 

Thy wondrous Gift of an eternal Mind? 

Shall I, who ſome few Years ago was leſs 

Than Worm, or Mite, or Shadow can expreſs, 
Was nothing; ſhall I live, when ev'ry Fire 
Of ev'ry Star ſhall languiſh and expire? 

When Earth's no more, ſhall I ſuryive above, 
And through the radiantFiles of Angels move? 
Or as before the Throne of God I ſtand, 

See new W orlds rolling from his ſpacious Hand, 
Where our Adventures ſhall perhaps be taught, 

As we now tell how Michael ſung or fought ? 

All that has Being in full Conſort join, 

And celebrate the Depths of Love Divine. 

BU r Oh! before this bliſsful State, before 
Ty af) piring Soul this wondrous Height can ſoar, 
The Judge deſcending thunders from afar, 

And all Mankind is ſummon'd to the Bar. 

THIS mighty Scene I next preſume to draw, 
Attend, great Anna, with religious Awe. 
Expect not here the known ſucceſsful Arts 
To win Attention, and command our Hearts, 
Fiction be far away, let no Machine 
Deſcending here, no fabled God be ſeen; 
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Behold the God of Gods indeed deſcend, 
And Worlds unnumber'd his Approach attend. 
Lo! the wide Theatre whoſe ample Space 
Muſt entertain the whole of human Race, 
At Heaven's All-pow'rful Edict is prepar'd, 
And fenc'd around with an immortal Guard. 
Tribes, Provinces, Dominions, Worlds o'erflow 
The mighty Plain, and delage all below: 
And every Age, and Nation pours along, 
id, Nimrod and Bourbon mingle in the Throng : 
Adam ſalutes his youngeſt Son; no Sign 
Ot all thoſe Ages, which their Births disjoin, 
How empty Learni ng, and how vain is Art, 


But as it mends the Life, and guides the Heart? 


What Volumes have been ſwell'd, what Time been 
r, To fix a Hero's Birth- day or Deſcent? (ſpent, 
What Joy muſt it now yield, what raptures raiſe, 
To ſee the glorious Race of antient Days? 
To greet thoſe Worthies, who perhaps have ſtood 
Illuſtrious on Record before the Flood? | 
Alas! a nearer Care your Soul demands, 


Ceſar un- noted in your Preſence ſtands, 


How vaſt the Concourſe not in Number more 


The Vaves that break on the reſounding Shore 
Behok C * 
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The Leaves that tremble in the ſhady Grove, 
The Lamps that giid the ſpangled Vaults above. 
Thoſe overwhelming Armies, whoſe Command 
Said to one Empire, Fall; another, Stand: 


Whoſe Rear lay wrap'd in Night, while breaking Day 


Rouz'd the broad Front, and call'd the Battle on : 
Great Xerxes World in Arms, proud Canna's Field, 
W here Carthage taught victorious Rome to yield, 
(Another Blow had broke the Fates Decree, 


And Earth had wanted her fourth Monarchy) 


Immortal Bleinbheim, fam'd Ramillia's Hoſt, 


They All aue here, and here they All are loſt : 
Their Millions ſwell to be diſcern'd in vain, 
Loſt as a Billow in th' unbounded Main. 


TnIS echoing Voice now rends the yielding Ait, 
For Judgment, Fudgment, Sons of Men prepare ! 
Earth ſhakes anew, I hear her Groans profound, 


And Hell through all her trembling Realms reſound. 


WHOE'ER thou art, thou greateſt Pow'r on Earth, 
Bleſt with moſt equal Planets at thy Birth; 
Whoſe Valour drew the moſt ſucceſsful Sword, 
Moſt Realms united in one common Lord ; 
Who on thy Day of Triumph ſaidſt, be thine 
The Skies, Fehovah, all this World is mine ; 


Dare nc 


How at 

A ſuc 
And no 
Lo! fa 
Where 
When 
Shot fr 
Create 


Matter 


ook II Book II. The LAST Day. 37 


Dare not to lift thine Eye. — Alas! my Muſe, 

How art thou loſt? what Numbers canſt thou chuſe? 
A ſudden Bluſh inflames the waving Sky, 

And now the crimſon Curtains open fly; 

Lo! far within, and far above all Height, (Light, 

Where Heav'n's great Soterergy reigns in Worlds of 

Whence Nature he informs, and with one Ray 

Shot from his Eye, does all her Woi ks ſurvey, 

creates. ſupports, confounds! where Time, and place, 

Matter, and Form. and Fortune, Liſe and Grace, 

Wait humbly at the Footſtool of their God, 

And move obedient at his awful Nod; 

Whence he beholds us vagrant Emmets crawl 

At random on this Air-ſuſ] pended Ball, 


(Speck of Creation!) if he pour one Breath, 


The Bubble breaks, and tis eternal Death. 

THENCE iſſuing I behold but mortal Sight 
Suſtains not ſuch a ruſhing Sea of Light! ) 
I ſee on an Empyreal Aying Throne 
Awfully rais'd Heav'n's everlaſting Son; 8 
Crown'd with that Majeſty, which form'd the World. 
And the grand Rebel flaming downward hurl'd, 
Virtue, Dominion, praiſ e, Omnipotence, 
Support the Train of their triumphant Prince. 
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A Zone, beyond the Thoughts of Angels bright, 
Around him like the Zodiac winds its Light, 
Night ſhades the folemn Arches of his Brows, 
And in his Check the purple Morning glows. 
Wherc'er ſerene he turns propitious Eyes, 

Or we expect, or find a Paradiſe; 


But if Reſentment reddens their mild Beams, 


The Eden kindles, and the World's in Flames. 


On one hanè, Knowledge ſhines in pureſt Light, 
On one, the Sword of Juſtice fiercely bright. 
Now bend the Knee in Sport, preſent the Reed; 
Now telli he ſcourg'd Impoſtor, he ſhall bleed! 
But Oh / you Sons of Men, exalt your Voice, 


And bid the Soul through all her Pow'rs rejoice; 


Mercy, his Darling, in his Boſom found, 


Scatters Ambroſial Odours all around; 


Unbends his Brow, and mitigates his Frown, 


And ſooths his Rage, and melts his Thunders down, 


My Thoughts are chang'd, now Man exalt thine Eye, 


In thy dread Judge thy dear Redeemer ſpy : 
E'en Judas ſtruggles his Deſpair to quell 
Hope almoſt bloſſoms in the Shades of Hell. 


Tnus glorious through the Courts of Heav'n, the 
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Loud Thunders round him roll, and Lightnings play; 


Tb' Angelick Hoſt is rang'd in bright Array: 


Some touch the String, ſome ſtrike the ſounding Shell 
And mingling Voices the rich Conſort ſwell; 


Voices Seraphick, bleſt with ſuch a Strain, 


Cou'd Satan hear, he were a God again, 


All Heav'n ſhines forth, in all her Pomp compleat, 

For God, himſelf, magnificently Great. 
TRIUMPHANT King of Glory ! Soul of Bliſs! 

What a ſtupendous Turn of Fate is this? | 

Oh whithet art thou rais'd above the Scorn, 

And Indigence of him, in Bethlem born; 

A needy helpleſs, unaccounted Gueſt, 

And but a Second to the fodder'd Beaſt t 

How chang'd from him, who meekly proſtrate laid, 


Vouchſaf'd to waſh the Feet himſelf had made? 


| From him, who was betray'd, forſook, deny'd, 


Wn, 
Eye, 


Wept, languiſh'd, pray'd, bled, thirſted, groan'd, and 
Hung pierc'd and bare, inſulted by the Foe, (dy'd; 


All Heaven in Tears above, Earth unconcern'd below? 


| And was't enough to bid the Sun retire? 
Why did not Nature at thy Groan expire? 
Iſee, I hear, I feel the Pangs Divine, 
The Worldis yaniſh'd,-—I am wholly thine. 
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M1$STYAKEN Catphas ! Ah! which blaſphem'd, 


Tou or thy Pris'ner? which ſhall be condemn'd ? 


Well might'ſt thou rend thy Garments, well exclaim; 


Deep are the Horrors of Eternal Flame! 
| 


But God is good! *Tis wondrous all! E'en He 
Thou gav'ſt to Death, Shame, Torture, dy'd for thee, 
No the deſcending Triumph ſtops its Flight 


From Earth full twice a Planetary Height. 


There all the Clouds condens'd, two Columns raiſe 


Viſtin with Orient Veins, and Golden Blaze, 
One fix'd on Earth, and one in Seca, and round 
Its ample Foot the ſwelling Billows ſound, | 
Theſe an immeaſurable Arch ſupport, 

The Grand Tribunal of this awful Court. 


Sheets of bright Azure, from the pureſt Sky 
Stream from the Chryſtal Arch, and round the Columns 


Death wrapt in Chains low at the Baſis lies, (ni 


And on the Point of his own Arrow dies. 


HE « E highentkron'd th' Eternal Judge isplac'd, 
With all the Grandeur of the Godhead grac'd ; 
Stars on his Robes in beauteous Order meet, 
And the Sun burns beneath his dreadful Feet, 
N.ow an Archangel eminently bright, 
From off his Silver Staff of wondrous Height, 
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- Unfurls the Chriſtian Flag, which waving flies, 


And ſhuts and opens more than halt the Skies: 
The Croſs ſo ſtrong a Red, it ſheds a-Stain, 
Where'er it Aoats, on Earth, in Air, or Main, 
Fluſhes the Hill, and ſets on fire the Wood, 
And turns, the deep-dy'd Ocean into Blood. 

On formidable Glory ! dreadful Bright! 
Refulgent Torture to the guilty Sight. 


Ah turn, unwary Muſe, nor dare reveal 


| What horrid Thoughts with the polluted dwell. 


Say not (to make the Sun ſhrink in his Beam) 

Dare not affirm, they wiſh it alla Dream; 

Wiſh, or their Souls may with their Limbs decay, 

Or God be ſpoil'd of his Eternal Sway, 

But rather, if thou know'ſt the Means, unfold 

How they with Tranſport may this Scene behold. 
AH how! but by Repentance, by a Mind 

Quick, and ſevere its own Offence to find? 

By Tears, and Groans, and never- ceaſing Care, 


And all the pious Violence of Pray'r? 


Thus then with Fervency till now unknown, 


I caſt my Heart before th' Eternal Throne, 
In this great Temple, which the Skies ſurround - 
For Homage to its Lord, a narrow Bound. 

| c«« 0 
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O THov whoſe Ballance does the Mountains 
Whoſe Will the wild tumultuous Seas obey, (weigh, 
* Whoſe Breath can turn thoſe watry Worlds toFlame, 
That Flame to Tempeſt, and that Tempeſt tame; 
Earth's meaneſt Son, with trembling, proſtrate falls, 


And on the Plenty of thy Goodneſs calls, | 
* An! give the Winds all paſt Offence to ſweep, 


« Toſcatter wide, or bury in the Deep; 
Thy Pow'r, my Weakneſs may I ever ſee, 
% And wholly dedicate my Soul to Thee. 


Reign o'er my Will; my Paſſions ebb and flow 


At thy Command nor human Motive know! 


* If Anger boil, let Anger be my Praiſe, 
« And Sin the graceful Indignation raiſe. 


My Love be warm to ſuccour the Diſtreſs'd, 
% And lift the Burden from the Soul oppreſs'd. 


On may my Underſtanding ever rede 

ee This Glorious Volume, which thy Wiſdom made! 
Who decks the Maiden Spring with flowry Pride? 
* Who calls forth Summer, like a ſparkling Bride? 
« Who joys the Mother-Autumn's Bed to crown? 
And bids Old Winter lay her Honours down? 


Not the Great Ottoman, or greater Czar, 


Not Europe's Arbiti eſs of Peace and War. 
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* May Sea and Land, and Earth and Heav'n be join'd, 
*« To bring th' Eternal Author to my Mind! 
When Oceans roar, or awful Thunders roll, (Soul; 
May Thoughts of thy dread Vengeance ſhake my 
« When Earth's in Bloom, or Planets proudly ſhine, 
« Adore, my Heart, the Majeſty Divine. 

* THR © every Scene of Life, or Peace, or War, 
« Plenty, or Want, thy Glory be my Care! 


Shine we in Arms? or ſing beneath our Vine? 


_ * Thine is the Vintage, andthe Conqueſt thine : 


Thy Pleaſure points the Shaft, and bends the Bow; 

« The Cluſter blaſts, or bids itrichly flow: 

« *Tis thou that lead'ſt our pow'rtul Armies forth, 

And giv'ſt Great Anne thy Scepter o'er the North. 
«GRAN T I may ever at the Morning-Ray | 


ec Open with Pray'r the Conſecrated Day, 


e Tune thy great Praiſe, and bid my Soulariſe, 
And with the mounting Sun aſcend the Skies: 


As that advances, let my Zeal improve 
And glow with Ardour of conſum mate Love; 


Nor ceaſe at Eve, but with the Secting Sun, 
« My endleſs Worſhip ſhall be ill begun, 
« AND Oh! permit the Gloom of ſolemn Night 


* To ſacred Thought may forcibly invite. | | 
«© When 


And ſhewall Nature ina milder Light; 
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« When this World's ſhut, and awful Planets riſe, 


cc * 
«© Call on our Minds, and raiſe them to the Skies ; ec } 
% Compoſe our Souls witha leſs dazling Sight, ce | 


How every Boiſtrous Thought in Calms ſublides! 
4 How the ſmooth'd Spirit into Goodneſ: : glides! 
« Oh how Divine! to tread the milky Way, 
« To the bright Palace of the Lord of Day; 
His Court admire, or for his Fayour ſue, 
Or Leagues of Friendſhip with his Saints renew; 
* Pleas'd to look down, and ſee the World aſleep, 
«« While Ilong Vigils to its Founder keep. 
Cas x thou not ſhake the Centre? Oh controul 


* Subdue by Force the Rebel in my Soul: 


© Thou who canſt ſtill the Raging of the Flood, 
** Reſtrain the various Tumults of my Blood; 


Teach me with equal Firmneſs to ſuſtain 


c Alluring Pleaſure, and aſſaulting Pain. 
« Oh may I pant for thee in each Delare! 
% And with ſtrong Faith foment the Holy Fire! 


stretch out my Soul in Hope, and graſp the Prize, 


*© Which in Eternity's deep Boſom lies! 
At the Great Day of Recompence behold, 


«© Deyoid of Fear, the fatal Book untold ! 
« Then 
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_ « Then wafted upward to the bliſsful Seat, 
« From Age to Age my grateful Song repeat, 
„My Light, my Life, my God, my Saviour ſee, 


* And rival Angels in the Praiſe of Thee, 


troul 


ze, ; 


THE 


Then 
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h Of Saints and Angels; the tremendous Inf 
| | "Bae —- The 
* Of guilty Souls, the gloomy Realms of Woe, Not 
1 And all the Horrors of the World below, AM 
| I next preſume to ſing, what yet remains And 
| Demands my laſt but moſt exalted Strains, And 
And let the Muſe or now affect the Sky, | 1 

Or in inglorious Shades for ever lie: The 


She © 
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She kindles, ſhe's inflam'd ſo near the Goal, 


She mounts, ſhe gains upon the Starry Pole; 


The World grows leſs as ſhe purſues her Flight, 
And the San darkens to her diſtant Sight. 


Neav'n opening all its ſacred Pomp diſplays, 


Andoverwhelms her with the ruſhing Blaze 

The Triumph rings! Archangels ſhoutaround! 

And ecchoing Nature lengthens out the Sound, 
TEN thouſand Trumpets nom at once advance; 


Now deepeſt Silence lulls the vaſt Expanſe; 


So deep the Silence, and ſo ſtrongthe Blaſt, 
As Nature dy'd, when ſhe had groan'd her laſt. g 


Nor Man, nor Angel moves; the Judge on high 


Looks round, and with his Glory fills the Sky : 


Then on the fatal Book his Hand he lays, 
When high to view ſupporting Seraphs raiſe ; 
In ſolemn Form the Rituals are prepar'd, 
The Seal is broken anda Groan is heard. 


Not guilty Fear not Fancy's ſelt can draw 


 AMeeting more Auguſt of greater Awe. 


And thou, my Soul, (Oh fall to ſudden Pray'r, 
And let the Thought ſink deep,) ſhalt thou be there? 


SE x onthe Left, (for by the great Command 


The Throng divided falls on either Hand!) 


How 


jure; 
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How weak, how pale, how haggard, how obſcene, 


What more than Death in every Face and Mien ? 
With what Diſtreſs, and Glarings ot Aﬀright 
They ſhock the Heart, and turn away the Sight ? 
In gloomy Orbs their trembling Eye-Balls rol], 
And tell the horrid Secrets of the Soul, 


Each Geſture mourns, each Look is black with Care, 


And every Groan is loaden with Deſpair. 


| Reader, if guilty, ſpare the Muſe, and find 


A truer Image pictur'd in thy Mind. 


SHoUL D's 1 thou behold thy Brother, Father, Wife, | 


And all the ſoft Companions of thy Life, 


| Whoſe blended Intereſts leyell'd at one Aim, 


W hoſe mix'd Deſires ſent up one common Flame, 
Divideded far; thy wretched ſelf alone 

Caſt on the Left, of all whom thou haſt known ; 
How wou'd it wound? what Millions would'ſt thoi 
For one more Trial, one Day more to live; (git, 
Flung back in Time an Hour, a Moment's Space, 


To graſp with Eagerneſs the Means of Grace, 
Contend for Mercy with a pious Rage, 


And in that Moment to redeem an Age? 
Drive back the Tide, ſuſpend a Storm in Air, 
Reſtrain the Sun; but ſtill of this deſpair. 


Man 
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ene, Manx on the Right, how amiable a Grace? | 
Their Maker's Image freſh in ev'ry Face! 
What purple Bloom my raviſh'd Soul admires, 
2 And their Eyes ſparkling with Immortal Fires? 
Triumphant Beauty! Charms that riſe above 
This World, and in bleſt Angels kindle Love! 
Care, To the Great Judge with Holy Pride they turn, 
And dare behold th' Almighty's Anger burn; 
Its Flaſh ſuſtain, againſt its Terror riſe, 
And on the dread Tribunal fix their Eyes. 
„Witt, Are theſe the Forms that moulder d in the Duſt 2 | 
Oh the tranſcendent Glory of the Juſt; 
Yer till ſome thin Remains of Fear, and Doubr, 


D-. 


ne, Th' infected Brightneſs of their Joy pollute. 
Tuus the chaſte Bridegroom, when the Prieſt 

1 draws nigh, 5 
A the Beholds his Bleſſing with a trembling Eye, 

(gin, Feels doubtful Paſſions throb in every Vein, 
* And in his Cheeks are mingled Joy and Pain, 
Leſt ſtill ſome intervening Chance ſhould riſe, 
Leap forth at once, and ſnatch the Glorious Prize, 
Inflame his Woe, by bringing it ſo late, 
And ſtab him in the Criſis of his Fate. 

SINCE Adam's Family, from firſt to laſt, 

Now into one diſtinct Survey is caſt, 


Mal D Look 


* G 
* 


Look round, vain-glorious Muſe, and you whoe'er 


De vote your ſelves to Fame, and think her fair, 
Lock round, and view the Lights of Human Race, 


Whoſe ſhining Acts Time's brighteſt Annals grace; 


W ho founded Sects; Crowns conquer d, or reſigu d 


Gave Names to Nations; or fam'd Empires join'd; 


Who rais'd the Vale, and laid the Mountain low; 
And taught obedient Rivers where to flow; 


Who with vaſt Fleets, as with a mighty Chain, 
Cou'd bind the Madneſs of the roaring Main : 
All loſt? all undiſtinguiſ d? no where found? 
How will this Truch in Bowrboz's Palace ſound?. 
Round gilded Roofs how heavy will it fly? 
With what a Weight on Crowns and Sceprers lie? 
Elen Great and Good Avguſtns is not ſeen;. 
Nor haughty Babylon's victorious een. 


WaHartheais He, who ' midſt the radiantBand 


Of ſpotleſs Saints, anddaurel u Martyrs ſtands, 
Conſpicuous from afar > Whoſe Rays ſo bright 


Solicit, and attra the ravilk'd Sight. ? 


In whom I ſec two diſtant Virtues join'd, 


A Royal Greatneſs, and an humble Mind; 


— * : IE EE WIDE LED 


?: 


p 


To hide the Scarlet of a circling Wound; 
_ Tl Almighty Judge bends forward from his Throne, 


The beauteous Bloſſoms of their fruitful Love; 
| Known of their Parents, they their Parents know; 


Oh! to whatfav'rite Part of Human Kind 
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Hislif:ed Hands, his lofty Neck ſurround, 


Theſe Scars to mark, and then regards his own, 

Jeruſalem's Foundations groan aloud, 

And Ailion ſinks beneath her ambient Flood. 
No r far, methinks; I Kindred Features trace 

Ina Majeſtick, though a Female Face, 

Her Conſort by; around them ſailing move 


Their Boſoms with a double Tranſport glow ; 


Bleſt in themſelves, but more than bleſt to find 
All held moſt dear in equal Bleſſing join'd. 


In one, Superior Majeſty appears, 

Advanc'd in Beauty, as advanc'd in Years, 

What melting Sweetnefſs, what commanding Grace | 
Meet on his Brow like Victory and Peace? 


Was this ſo great, but dangerous Gift deſign'd > 
What Nation humbly cou'd enjoy his Reign? 
If loſt, with Patience ſuch a Loſs ſuſtain? 
 Anfay, Britannia, whence this Vengeance flow d, 


Haſt Thon not yet aton'd thy Martyr's Blood? 
P > EA. 
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Edwards and Henrys ſtill aloud reſound ? 
Nor are their Names in greater Gloſter drown'd ; 
Oh! what a Godlike Race in him is loſt ? 


What has his Death e'en future Ages coſt ? 


Bou rus'd with Art, and rightly underſtood, 


All Diſpenſations from above are good; 


And though with frightful Aſpect they ſurpriſe, 


Moſt Ills are only Bleſſings in Diſguiſe. 


Oh happy Iſſue! to whom ne'er was known 


The bright Temptations ſparkling from a Throne; 
Great Parents! who thoſe bright Temptations knew, 


Knowing engag'd, engaging overthrew. 
Now; juſt Reward! celeſtial Crowns encloſe 
With deathleſs Glories your victorious Brows. 


For ſee the Volume vaſt ſince Time begun, 


Juſt Regiſter of all beneath the Sun, 
Is thrown full wide; Peace Ocean! Silence lull 
The ſounding Winds! ye Spheres forbear to roll 


Hear, Oh Creation, thy Great Maſter ſpeak! 
Now firſt for guilty Man bleſt Angels ſhake. 
T 4 a T Hour, on which th' Almighty King on high 


From all Eternity has fix d his Eye, 
Whether his Right Hand fayour'd, or annoy'd, 


N Continu'd, alier'd, threaten'd, or deſtroy'd, 
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III. 


fe 


bs 


atherl 


Book III. The LAST Dax. 10 


Southern or Eaſtern Scepter downward hurl'd, 

Gave North or Weſt Dominion o'er the World ; 

The Point of Time, for which that World was built, 

For which the Blood of God himſelf was ſpilt, 

That dreadful Moment is arriv'd. 
ALOFT, the Seats of Bliſs their Po mp diſplay 

Brighter than Brightneſs, this diſtinguiſh'd Day W 


Leſs glorious, when of old th' Eternal Son 


From Realms of Night return'd with Trophies won; 

Through Heaven's high Gates, when he Triumphant 

And ſhouting Angels hail'd the Victor God, (rod, 

Horrors, beneath, Darkneſs in Darkneſs, Hell 

Of Hell, where Torments behind Torments dwell ; 

A Furnace formidable deep and wide, 

O'er-boiling witha mad ſulphureous Tide, 

Expands its Jaws, moſt dreadful to ſurvey, 

And roars outrageous far the deſtin'd Prey. 

The Sons of Light ſcarce unappal'd look down, 

And nearer preſs Heaven's Everlaſting Throne, 
SUCH is the Scene, and one ſhort Moment's Space 

Concludes the Hopes and Fears of Human Race. 


Proceed who dares, I tremble as I write; 


The whole Creation ſwims before my Sight : 
D 3 1 
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Iſee, Iſee the Judge's frowning Brow, 


Say no: tis diſtant, I behold it Now; 


I faint, my tardy Blood forgetsto flow, 


My Soul recoils at the ſtupendous Woe 


That Woe, thoſe Pa ngs which from the guilty Breaſt. 


Intheſe, or Words like theſe, ſhall be expreſt. 
« W 1 o burlt the Barriers of my peaceful Grave? 


Ah! cruel Death that wou'd no longer ſave, 


«« But grudg'd me eben that narrow dark Abode, 


And caſt me out into the Wrath of God; 
Where Shrieks,the roaringFlame, the rattling Chain, 
And all the dreadful Eloquence of Pain, 
Our only Song; black Fire's malignant Light, 
*« Theſole Refieſnment of the blaſted Sight. 

«Mus all thoſe Pow'rs, Heav'n gave me to ſupply 
« My Soul with Pleaſure, and bring in my Joy, 
*«© Riſe up in Arms againſt me, join the Foe, 


*« Senſe, Reaſon, Memory, increaſe my Woe? 


« And ſhall my Voice, ordain'd on Hymns to dwell | 
*« Corruptto Groans, and blow the Fires of Hell? 
* Oh! muſt Ilook with Terror on my Gain, 


&© And with Exiſtence only meaſure Pain? 
What, no Reprieve, no leaſt Indulgence giv'n, 


No Beam of Hope from any Point of Heav'n! 


« Ah 


hain, 


upply 
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« Ah Mercy! Mercy art Thou dead above ? 
« Is Love extinguiſh'd in the Source of Love? 
go I b that I am, did Heav'n ſtoop down to Hel. 
« Th' expiring Lord of Lite my Ranſom ſeal? 
Have I not been induſtrious to provoke ? 
«« From his Embraces obſtinately broke? 
„Purſued, and panted far his mortal Hate, 
« Farn'd my Deſtruction, labour'd out my Fate; 
And dare J onextinguiſh'd Love exclaim? (Flame, 
Fake, take full Vengeance, rouze the flak'ning 
« Juſt is my Lot but Ob! muſt it tranſcend — 
The Reach of Time, deſpair a diſtant End? 
* With dreadful Growth ſhoot forward, and ariſe, 
** Where Thought can't follow, and bold Fancy dies 
«NEVER: where falls theSoul at that dreadSound? 
“ Down an Abyſs how dark, and bow profound? 
Down, dowa (I ſtill am falling, Horrid Pain!) 
* Ten thouſand thouſand Fathoms ſtill remain; 
* My Plunge ſtil but begun. And this for Sin? 
© Cou'd I offend. if I had never been, 
But ſtill increas'dthe ſenileſs happy Maſs, 
8 Flow'di in the Stream, or fouriſh'd in the Graſs? 
* FaTHERGH Mercies! why from ſilent Earth 
t Did'(t thou awake, and curſe me into Birth? 
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Tear me from Quiet, raviſh me from Night, 
«© And make a thankleſs Preſent of thy Light? 
5 Puſh into Being a Reverſe of Thee, 

* And animate a Clod with Miſery 2 


« THE Beaſts are happy, they come forth and kee | 


*« Short Watch on Earth, and then lay down to ſleep 
cc Pain is for Man, and Oh! how vaſt a Pain 
For Crimes, which made the Godhead bleed in van 
« Stifled his Groans, as far as in them lay, 
And flung his Agonies, and Death away. 


As our dire Puniſhment for ever ſtrong, 


ce Our Conſtitution too for ever young, 

« Curs'd with Returns of Vigour, ſtill the ſame, 

«« Powerful to bear and ſatisfy the Flame. 

ee Still to be caught, and {till to be purſu'd! 

« To periſh ſtill, and ſtill to be renew'd ! 

* AN p this, My Help! My God! at thy Decree? 
«© Nature is chang'd, and Hell ſhould ſuccour me. 


And canſt Thou then look down from perfect Bliſs 


And ſee me plunging in the dark Abyſs? 
Calling thee Father, ina Sea of Fire? 
© Or pouring Blaſphemies at thy Deſire? 


Wich Mortal's Anguiſh wilt thou raiſe Thy Name, 


And by my Pangs Omnipotence proclaim ? 


m. 
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« T Ho u, who canſt toſs the Planets to and fro, 


Contract not thy great Vengeance to my Woe; 


« Cruſh Worlds, in hotter Flames fall'n Angelslay, 
« On me Almighty Wrath is caſt away. 
« Call back thy Thunders, Lord, hold in thy Rage, 
Nor with a Speck of wretchedneſs engage, 
“Forget me quite, nor ſtoop a Worm to blame. 
« gut loſe me in the Greatneſs of thy Name, 
& Thou art all Love, all Mercy, all Divine, 
« And ſhallI makethoſe Glories ceaſe to ſhine? 
Shall ſiaful Man grow Great by his Offence, 
And from its Courſe turn back Omnipotence 2 
„ FORBID it! and Oh! grant, Great God, at leaſt 
This one, this lender, almoſt no Requeſt ; 5 
When I haye wept a thouſand Lives away, 
When Torment is grown weary of its Prey. 
„ When I have ray'd ten thouſand Years in fire, 
Ten thouſand Thouſands, let me then expire. 
Dzxy Anguiſh ] but too late; the hopeleſs Soul 
Bound to the bottom of the burning Pool. 
Though loath, and ever loud blaſpheming, owns 


He's juſtly doom'd to pour eternal Groans; 


Enclos'd with Horrors, and transfix'd with Pain, 
Rolling in Vengeance, ſtruggling with his Chain, 


To 


And Nature ſhrinks at her approaching Doom; 


To talk to fiery Tempeſts, to implore 
The raging Flame to give its Burnings o'er, 


To toſs, to writhe, to pant beneath his Load, 
And bear the Weight of an offended God. 


Tux Favour'd of their Judge, in Triumph move Back: 


To take Poſſeſſion of their Thrones above; 
Satan's accurs'd Deſerti on to ſupply, 
And fill the vacant Stations of the Sky; 


Again to kindle long extinguiſh'd Rays, 
And with new Lights dilate the heavenly Blaze; 


To crop the roſes of Immortal Youth | 


And drink the Fountain-Head of Sacred Truth ; 
To ſwim on Seas of Bliſs, to ſtrike the String, 


And lift the Voice to their Almighty K IN G3 
To loſe Eternity in grateful Lays, 


And fill Heaven's wide Circumference with Praiſe, 


Bur Iattempt the wondrous Height in yain, 


And leave unfiniſh'd the too lofty Strain; 


What boldly I begin, let others end, 
My Strength exhauſted fainting I deſcend, 
And chuſe a leſs, but no ignoble Theme, 


Diſſolving Elements, and Worlds in Flame, 


THE fatal Period, the great Hou is come, 


' 
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| LoudPealsof Thunder give the Sign, and all 


Heaven's Terrors in Array ſurround the Ball; 


| Sharp Lightniogs with the Meteors Blaze conſpire, , 


' Back riſing Clouds the thicken'd Zzher choak, 


And ſpiry Flames ſhoot thro' the rolling Smoak, 
With keen Vibrations cut the ſullen Night, 

And ſtrike the darken d Sky with dreadtul Light ; 
Frem Heaven's four Regions with immortal Force 


Angels drive on the Winds impetuous Courſe, = 
' enrage the Flame; it ſpreads, it ſoars on high, 


S wells in the Storm, and billows through the Sky, 


Here winding Pyramids of Fire aſcend, | 


Cities and Deſarts in one Ruin blend 


Here, blazing Volumes wafted oy erwyhelm 

The ſpacious Face of a far diſtant Realm; 

There, undermin d down ruſheterna! Hills, 

The neighbouring Vales the vaſt Deſtruction fills, 
Hzar'sr thou that dreadful Crack? that Sound, which 

Like Pealsof Thunder, andthe Centre hook? (broke 


What Wonders muſt that Groan of Nature tell? 


O.ympus there, and mightier Atlas fell, 
Which ſeem'd above the reach of Fate to ſtand 
Atow'ring Monument of God's Right Hand; 

Now 
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Now Duſt and ſmoak, whoſe ber ſo lately ſpread Alon 
O'er ſhelter'd Countries its diffuſiye Shade. plus 
Hin midſt the Clouds the boiling Ocean roars, | THI: 
And looks far down on his decreaſing Shores; | | StarVe 
Leviat hans in plaintive Thunder cry, | And ca 
Indiſtant, diſmal, Pants the long-liy'd Echoes die, 1 
SHEW me that celebrated Spot, where all Aud le 
The various Rulers of the ſeyer'd Ball _ 
ow 


Have bumbly ſought Wealth, Honour, or Redreſe 


That Land, which Heay'n ſeem' d diligent to bleſs, Obs 


Once call'd Britannia ; Can her Glories end? By the 
And can't ſurrounding Seas her Realms defend? The 8 
Alas! in Flames behold ſurrounding Seas“ Is cru 
And all their Waters but augment the Blaze. ber 
Some Angel ſay, where ran proud Aſia's Bound, 80 N 
Or where witn fruits was fair Europa crown'd } wY 
: % f 5 _ The: 
Where ſtretch'd vaſte Lyb:a? where did 1ndia's Store wy 
S parkle in Diamonds, and her Golden Oar ? 5 
Each loſt in each, their mingling Kingdoms glow, Re 
 Andalldiffoly'd, one fiery Deluge flow : = 
Thus Earth's Contending Monarchies are join'd, gp 
And a full Period of Ambition find. yp 


Axp now whate'er or ſwims, or walks, or flies, Cal 
Inbabitants of Sea, of Earth, or Skies; 


1 
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Store 


Pread 


| FO whom Adam's Wiſdom fix'd a N ame, 
' plunge, and periſhin the conquering Flame. 


_ Tas Globe alone would but defraud the Fire, 


| Starve its devouring Rage; the Flakes aſpire, 
And catch the Clouds, and make the Heay'ns their Prey; 
The Sun, the Moon, the Stars all melt away, 5 


And leave a mighty Blank: Involv'd in Flame, 
The whole Creation ſinks! the Glorious Frame, | 
Inwhich ten thouſand Worlds in radiant dance, 
Orb above Orb their wondrous Courſe advance, 


Dy that o'er-ruling Hand, which kindled all 
The Stars, and rounded in his Palm the Ball, 

Is eruſh'd and loſt; no Monument, no Sign, 
Where once ſo proudly blaz'd the gay Machine. 


So Bubbles on the foaming Streams expire, 
So Sparks that ſcatter from the kindling Fire 


 TheDeyaſtations of one dreadful Hour, 


The great Creator's ſix Days Work devour. 
How rich that God who can ſuch Charge defray, 


And bear to fling tenthouſand Worlds away ? 


Great Wealth! and yet (ye Nations hear) one Soul 

Has more to boaſt, and far outweighs the Whole; 

Exalted in ſuperior Excellence, 

Caſts down to nothing, ſuch a vaſt Expence. 
ai Heve 
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Have ye not ſeen th* eternal Mountains nod, ' loſe 
An Earth diſſolving, a deſcending G o b 


N What ſtrange Surprizes thro' all Nature ran? Who 


For whom theſe Revolutions, but ſor Man? Fon 


For him Gmnipotence new Meaſures takes; hat 


For him through all Eternity awakes; 

Pours on him Giits ſufficient to ſupply 
Heaven's Loſs, and with freſh Glories fill the Sky. 

Thixx deeply then, O Man, how great thouart, 

Pay thy ſelf Homage with a trembling Heart; 

| What Angels guard, no longer dare neglect, 

1 Slighting thy ſelf, affront not God's Reſpect. 

| h Enter the ſacred Temple of thy Breaſt, 

j 4 | And gaze, and wonder there a raviſh'd Gueſt ; 

Ly Gaze on thoſe hidden Treaſures, thou ſhalt find, 

( | Wander thro? all the Glories of thy Mind. 

Ot perfect Knowledge, ſee, the dawning Light 
Foretels a Noon moſt exquiſitely bright! 
Here, Springs of endleſs Joy are breaking forth! 
There, buds the Promiſe of Celeſtial Worth! 
Worth, which muſt ripen in a happier Clime, 
And brighter Sun, beyond the Bounds of Time. 
Thou, Minor, canſt not gueſs thy vaſt Eftate, 


What Stores, on foreign Coaſts, thy Landing wait. 
Loi 


ne. 


wait. 
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loſe not thy Claim, let Virtue's Paths be trod; 


Thus glad all Heay'n, and pleaſe that bounteogs God; 
Who to light thee to Pleaſares, hung on high 


Lon radiant Orb, proud Regent of the Sky; 


That Service done, its Beams ſhall fade away, 
And Gop ſhine forth in one Eternal Day. 
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MICHAEL AVGE LO. 
Famous Piece of the Crucifixion, who 


ſtabb'd a Perſon, that he * dray 
it more Naturally; ; by Mr. Toung. 


HL E his Redeemer on his Canvas dies, 
Stabb'd at his Feet his Brother welt ring | 
blies: | | 


The daring Artiſt, cruelly Serene, 
_ Views the pale Cheek and the diſtorted Mien ; 
He drains oft Life by Drops, and deaf to Cries, 
Examines every Spirit as it flies: 
He ſtudies Torment, dives in Mortal Wor, 
To rouſe up every Pang repeats his Blow; 
Each riſing Agony, each dreadful Grace, 
Yet warm tranſplanting to his Saviour s Face, 
Oh glorious Theft! oh nobly wicked Draught! 
With its full Charge of Deatheach Feature fraught : 
Such wond'rous Force the Magick Colours boaſt, 
From his own Skill he ſtarts in Horror loſt, 


. 
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Counteſs of Salisbury. 


and ſcarce left 3 a Choice. I hope it 


| I. HE Nature of h pointed out my Patroneſs, 


1 Variance with himſelf. We may fix our Eyes on a fair Exam- 


_— ome Excuſe for my Preſumption, that the 
4 gh. ks 2 ns ah Thoughts of 
1 e of Salisbury, cbough it had been dedicated to 
anot 
Virtue and Beauty met in the Youthful and High-born Lady 
Jax GRrav, in a wonderful Perfetion ; and, as their Nature 
is, they mutually aſſiſted each other. Her was more 
beautiful, 2 nor am I afraid to ſay, 
on the other hand,that her Religion ieſelf admitted of Advan- 
tage, and receiv d Prevalency, as well as Luſtre, from the 
ance of her Mien, and the Gracefulneſs of her Perfon. 
Thoſe good Men rather wiſh well to Virtue, than underſtand 


OS | who think too ſlightly of what is agreeable 


to the Sight. As long as we have Paſſions, as well as Reaſon, 
7 ann mas; by the Misfor- 
„ our Hearts are natur againft that |; 
whi is only Good; but when that which is Lovely joins with 
it, the latter makes Intereſt with our Senſes for Loh yo wit 

of the former, and the former calls in our Reaſon to embrace 
the latter ; and thus is brought about a happy Union and Con- 
currence of the whole — ſo mi ent is divided uſually, and 


ple of Piety, to an utter Deteſtation of our Vices, and gaze our 
Ar Li 


Hence ariſes a double Obli ation on the Beautiful to be Good ; 


and to ſee the Charms of Mind and Perſon ſeparated, becomes 


too juſt Occaſion of our Concern. To behold a Perſon only 

Virtuows, ſtirs in us a prudent Regret ; to behold a Perſon on- 

ly Amiable to the Sight, warms us with a Religious Indigna- 

tion; but to turn our Eyes on @ Counteſs of Salisbury, * 
4 2 


Joys, who by Accident overſees a Great, and Young, and Bean- 


carry d her away into a Forgetfulneſs 4 her lovely Perſm, | 


male any licentious Thought in the Beholder impious and 


Things, the s of which in vulgar Minds, keep Com- 
| pany, for the moſt part, with nothing but Wrinkles, grey- | 


The Dedication. 


us Pleaſure and Improvement; it works 4 Sort of Miracle, * 
eaſions the Biaſs of our Nature to fall off from Sin, and make; 
our very Senſes and Affections Converts to Religion, and Pre. 


* 


moters of our Duty. 
There is not in Nature a more glorious Scene, than he en. 


tiful Lady in her Cloſet of Devotion, inflead of Gaiety, and } 
Noiſe,and Throng, ſo natural to the Qualit ies juſt mention'd; | 
all is ſolemn, and ſilent, and private. Pious Meditation ba, | 


which no one but her ſelf can forget! All her exquiſite Fen- 
tures are animated with Religion in ſuch a Manner, a: to 


— 


ſhocking ! All her Motions and Poſtures, whoſe Grace ful 
in others might be a Foundation for Pride, and be thought ax | 
Excuſe for Omiſſions in Duty, are full of Humiliation, and 

pious Neglect! Thoſe Eyes, which cannot be ſhew'd in Public 
wirhout interrupting he Rvſineſs of the World, fixing Thou | 
ſands in Attention, and ſi pending the Purſuits of Avarice 
and Ambition, are devoutly rais'd, nnd importunately faſten i 
on an inviſible Object; offering holy Violence for thoſe good 


Hairs, and Infirmity | Nhat a radiant Glimpſe of Heavens 
this! All the divine and raviſhing Appearances, which an 


EC dab 


teht. "= © 
Hey who are acquamted with the Character of the Lah 
Jane, will not look on this as foreign; that are not, but haue 


' the Honour of knowing the Counteſs of Salisbury, will make © 
anorher ſufficient Excuſe for this ſeeming Digreſfion of, | 
M 4D AM, | 
Your moſt Obedient 
gas Mad from: N 


EDdwaRrD YOUNG. 


NJ 6. 


RELIGION; 


| Vanquish'd Love. 


BOOK p 


- Ad Celum ardentia lumina tollens, 
Lumina ; nam teneras arcebant vincula palmas. V1RG. 


Ro x lofty Themes, from Thoughtsthatſoar'd on 
high, 
And open'd wond'rous Scenes above the Sky, 
My Muſe deſcend: Indulge my fond Defire, 
With ſofter Thoughts my melting Soul inſpire, 


—— 
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And ſmooth my Numbers to a Female's Praiſe : | | 
A partial World will liſten to my Lays, — MY 
While An x a reigns, and ſets a Female Name | 

Unriyal'd in the Glorious Liſts of Fame. | 


Hear, ye fair Daughters of this happy Land, 
Whoſe radiant Eyes the vanquiſh'd World command, 
Who, round your Queen Majeſtick and Divine, 
Like Glories beaming from an Angel, ſhine, 

Virtue is Beauty: Put when Charms of Mind 


Wich Elegance of outward Form are join'd; 


When Youth makes ſuch bright Objects ſtill more brigh, 


And Fortune ſets them in the flrongeſt Light; | 
*Tis all of Heaven that we below may view, 
And all, but Adoration, is your Due. 


* dia. 1 
E'er Ormond, or her Glorious Q ut » was born: 


When now Maria's pow'rtul Arms prevail'd, 
And haughty Dudley s bold Ambition fail'd, 
The beauteous Daughter of Great S»folk's Race, 
In blooming Youth, adorn'd with ey'ry Grace; 


Who gain'd a Crown by Treaſon not her own, 


And innocently fill'd Another's Throne, 


Hur!'d 


re 


cc 
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Hurl'd from the Summit of Imperial State, 
With equal Mind ſuſtain'd the Stroke of Fate. 


hut how will Guifford, her far dearer Part, 

' With manly Reaſon fortify his Heart? 

At once ſhe longs, and is afraid to know : 

Nou ſwift ſhe moves, and now advances ſlow, 

Io find her Lord; and finding, paſſes by 

Silent with Fear, nor dares ſhe meet his Eye 
Leſt that unask'd, in ſpeechleſs Grief, diſcloſe 

| The mournful Secret of his inward Woes. 

bright, '  Thusafter Sickneſs, doubtful of her Face, 

The melancholy Virgin ſhuns the Glaſs. 


At length, with troubled Thought, but Look ſerene, 
And Sorrow ſoften'd by her heavenly Mien, 
She claſps her Lord, brave, beautiful, and young ; 
While tender Accents melt upon her Tongue; 
Gentle, and ſweet, as vernal Zephyr blows, 
Fanning the Lilly, or the blooming Roſe. 


© Grieve not, my Lord, a Crown indeed is loſt: 
What far out-ſhines a Crown, we {till may boaſt, 
MA Man compos d; a Mind that can diſdain, 
Hur! A fruitleſs Sorrow for a Loſs ſo vain. 
% No- 
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Nothing is Loſs that Virtue can improve 
To Wealth eternal, and Return above; 
** Above, where no Diſtinction ſhall be known 


EY Twixt him whom Storms have ſhaken from 2 Throne, 


« And him, who basking in the Smiles of Fate, 
1 Shone forth in all the Splendor of the Great; 
Nor can I find the Diff rence here below; 

I lately was a Queen, I ſtill am ſo, 
«© While Guilford's Wife: Thee rather I obey, 
* Thano'er Mankind extend Imperial Sway. 

ce When welie down in ſome obſcure Retreat, 
5% Incens'd Maria may her Rage forget, 

And I to Death my Duty will improve, 
And what you miſs in Empire, add in Love 
** YourGodlike Soul is open'd in your Look, 

„ And I have faintly your great Meaning ſpoke. 
For this alone I'm pleas'd I wore the Crown, 
To find with what Content we lay it down. 

Heroes may win, but tis a heavenly Race 

Can quit a Throne with a becoming Grace. 


Thus ſpoke the faireſt of her Sex, and cheer'd 
Her drooping Lord, whoſe boding Boſom fear'd 
A darker Cloud of Ills would burſt, and ſhed 
Severer Vengeance, on her guiltleſs Head 


| 
| 
. 
: 


Too 


: 
| 
' 


Too 
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Tod juſt alaſs the Terrors which he felt! 
For lo a Guard | Forgive him if he melt — 


How ſharp her Pangs, when ſever'd from his Side, 


The moſt ſincerely lov'd, and loving Bride; 


In Space confin'd, the Muſe forbears to tell, 
Deep was her Anguiſh, but ſhe bore it well. 
His Pain was equal, but his Virtueleſs, 
Hethought in Grief there could be no Exceſs. 


Penſive he fate, o ercaſt with gloomy Care, 


And often fondly clasp'd his avſent Fair; 


Now ſilent, wander'd through his Rooms of State, 


And ſicken d at their Pomp, and tax'd his Fate; 
Which thus adorn d in all her ſhining Store, 
Aſplendid Wretch, magnificently poor. 

Now on the Bridal Bed his Eyes were caſt, 

And Anguiſh fed on his Enjoyments paſt; 

Each recollected Pleaſure made him ſmart, 

And ev'ry Tranſport ſtabb'd him to the Heart. 


That happy Moon, which ſummon'd to Delight; 


That Moon which ſhone on his dear nuptial Nizhr, 
Which ſaw him fold her yet untaſted Charms 
(Deny'd to Princes) in his longing Arms, 
Now ſees the trauſient Bleſſing fleet away, 
Empire and Love! the Viſton of a Day. 

B 


Thus 
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Thus in the Britiſh Clime a Summer- Storm 
Will oft the ſmiling Face of Heav'n deform ; 


The Winds with Violence at once deſcend, 


Sweep Flow'rs and Fruits, and make the Foreſt bend; 


A ſudden Winter, while the Sun is near, 


O'crcomes the Seaſon, and inverts the Year. 


But whither is the Captive born away, 

The beauteous Captive from the cheerful Day ? 

The Scene is chang'd indeed, before her Eyes, 
Il-boding Looks, and unknown Horrors riſe : 

For Pomp and Splendor, for her Guard and Crown, 
A gloomy Dungeon, and a Keeper's Frown ; 

Black Thoughts each Morn invade the Lover's Breaſt, 
Each Night the Ruffian locks the Qu EE to Reſt. 


Religion's Force Divine is beſt diſplay'd 

In a Deſertion of all human Aid: 

To ſuccour in Extreams, is her Delight, 

And cheer the Heart, when Terror ſtrikes the Sight. 
We, disbelieving our own Senſes, gaze, 

And wonder what a Morta!'s Heart can raiſe, 

To ſmile in Anguiſh, triumph in her Grief, 

And comfort thoſe who come to bring Relief; 


We [ 
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We gaze; and as We gaze, Wealth, Fame, decay, 
And all the World's vain Glories fade away. | 


Againſt her Cares ſherais'd a dauntleſs Mind, 
And with an ardent Heart, but moſt refign'd, 
Deep in the dreadful Gloom, with pious Heat, 
Amid the Silence of her dark Retreat, | 


Addreſt her God— A mighty Pow 'r Divine! 


Tis Thine to raiſe, and to depreſs is Thine, 
With Honours to light up the Name unknown, 
Or to put out the Luſtre of a Throne; 

In my ſhort Span both Fortunes J have prov'd, 
Nor hope the Priſoner leſs than Qu E EN belov'd; 


I bear it all, (oh ſtrengthen me to bear !) 


« Andif my Piety may claim thy Care; 
f I remember'd in Youth's giddy Heat, 


And Tumult of a Court, a future State; 


Oh fayour! when thy Mercy I implore 


For one who never guilty Scepter bore : 


« Twas I receiv'd the Crown ; my Lordis free; 


f it muſt fall, let Vengeance fall on me. 


Let him ſurvive, his Country's Name to raiſe, 


And in a guilty Land to ſpeak thy Praile ! 
* Oh may th' Indulgence of a Father's Love, 
% Pour'd forth on me, be doub!'d from above 
FF 3 
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If theſe are ſafe, 1'1] think my Prayers ſucceed, 
* Andbleſs thy tender Mercies whilſt I bleed. 


"Twas now the mournful Eve before that Day, 
In which the Queen to her full Wrath gave Way, 
Thro' rigid Juſtice ru ſh'd into Offence, 

And drank in Zeal the Blood of Innocence. 


The Sun went down in Clouds, and ſeem'd to mourg | 


The ſad Neceſſity of his Return: 

The hollow Wind, and melancholy Rain, 

Or did, or was imagin'd to complain. | 

The Tapers caſt an inauſpicious Light; 

Stars there were none, and doubly dark the Night. 


Sweet Innocence in Chains can take her Reſt, 
Soft Slumber gently creeping thro her Breaſt, 
She ſinks; and in her Sleep is re- inthron'd, 
Mock'd by a gaudy Dream, and vainly crown'd; 
She views her Fleets and Armies, Seas and Land, 
And ſtretches wide her Shadow of Command: 
With Royal Purple is her Viſion hung; 

By Fantom Hoſts are Shouts of Conqueſt rung; 
Low at her Feet the ſuppliant Rival lies; 
Our Ciptive mourns her Fate, and bids her riſe. 


Non 


Ye 


Ar 
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Non 
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Nc level Beams upon the Waters play d, 


Glanc'd on the Hills, and Weſtward caſt the Shade. 

The buſy Trades in Cities had began 

To ſound, and ſpeak the painful Life of Man. 
In Tyrants Breaſts the Thoughts of Vengeance rouze, 
And the fond Bridegroom turns him to his Spouſe. 

At this firſt Birth of Light, while Morning breaks, 

Our Spouſeleſs Bride, our Widow'd Wife awakes; 


| Awakes, and ſmiles; nor Night's Impoſture blames; 


Her real Pomps were little more than Dreams; 

A ſhort-liv'd Blaze, a Lightning quickly o'er, 
That dy'd in Birth, that ſhone, and was no more: 
She turns her Side, and ſoon reſumes at State 

Of Mind, well ſuited to her alter'd Fate, 

Serene, tho' ſerious; when dread Tidings come 


(ah wretched Guilford!) of her inſtant Doom. 


Sun, hide thy Beams, in Clouds as black as Night, 
Thy Face involve, be guiltleſs of the Sight; 

Or haſte more ſwiftly to the Weſtern Main, 

Nor let her Blood the conſcious Day-light ſtain. 


Oh how ſevere! tofall ſo new a Bride, 
vet Bluſhing from the Prieſt : in youthful Pride; 
When Time had juſt matur'd each perfect Grace, 
And open'd all the Wonders of her Face ! 
To 
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To leave her Guilford dead to all Relief, 

Fond of his Woe, andobſtinate in Grief. 
Unhappy Pair, whatever Fancy drew, 

Vain promis'd Bleſſings! vaniſh from your View, 
No Train of cheerful Days, endearing Nights, 
No ſweet domeſtick Joys, and chaſt Delights; 
Pleaſures that bloſſom ey'n from Doubts and Fears, 
And Bliſs and Raptureriſing out of Cares; 

No little Guilford, with paternal Grace, 

Soften'd by Smiles, and the fair Mother's Face; 
Who, when her deareſt Father ſhall return, 

From pouring Tears on her untimely Urn, 

Might Comfort to his Silver Hairs impart, 

And fill her Place in his indulgent Heart: 

As where Fruits fall, quick riſing Bloſſoms ſmile, 
And the bleſs d Indian of his Care beguile. 


In vain theſe various Reaſons jointly preſs, 
To blacken Death, and heighten her Diſtreſs, 
She thro! th' encircling Terrors darts her Sight, 
To the bleſs'd Regions of eternal Light, 
And fills her Soul with Peace; to weeping rants, 


| Her Father and her Lord ſhe recommends; 
| Unmov'd her {elf : her Foes her Air ſurvey, 
And rage to ſee their Malice thrown away. 


1 
t 
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| She ſoars; now nought on Earth detains her Care 
But Guilford; who ſtill ſtruggles for his Share. 
Still will his Form importunately riſe, 


„r 


Clog, and retard her Tranſport to the Skies; 
As trembling Flames now take a feeble Flight, 
Now catch the Brand with a returning Light. 
Thus her Soul onward, for the Seats above, 
Falls fondly back, and kindles into Love: 
At length ſhe conquers in the doubtful Field; 
That Heaven ſhe ſeeks, will be her Guilford's Shield. 
Now Death is welcome ; his Approach is low ; 


Tis tedious longer to expect the Blow. 


Oh! Mortals, ſhort of Sight, who think the paſt 
O'erblown Misfortune, ſtill ſhall prove the laſt: 
Alas! Misfortunes travel in a Train, 

And oft in Life form one perpetual Chain; 
Fear buries Fear, and Ills on 11s attend, 


Till Life and Sorrow meet one common End. 


She thinks that ſhe has nought but Death to fear, 
| And Death is conquer'd. Worſe than Death is near. 
4 Her rigid Tryals are not yet complete, 
The News arrives of her great E x her's Fate. 
1 | She 
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She ſees his hoary Head all white with Age, 
A Victim to th' offended Monarch's Rage. 
How great the Mercy, had ſhe breath'd her 3 
E er the dire Sentence on her Father paſt! 
A fonder Parent Nature never knew, | 
And as his Age encreas'd, his Fondneſs grew. 
A Parent's Love ne'er better was beſtow 'd, 
The pious Daughter in her Heart oer flow d. 
And can ſhe from all Weakneſs ſtill refrain? 
And till the firmneſs of her Soul maintain? 
Impoſſible! a Sigh will force its Way; 
One patient Tear her mortal Birth betray ; 
She ſighs and weeps, but ſo ſhe weeps and ſighs, 
As filent Dews deſcend, and Vapours riſe. 
Celeſtial Patience! How doſt thou defear 
The Foe's proud Menace, and clude his Hate? 
While Paſſion takes his Part, betrays our Peace; 
To Death and Torture {wells each {light Diſgrace; 
| By not oppoſing, Thou doſt Ills deſtroy, 
And wear thy conquer'd Sorrows into Joy. 
Now ſhe revolves within her anxious Mind, 
What Woe ſtill lingers in reſerve behind. 
Griefs riſe on Griefs, and ſhe can ſee no Bound, 
While Nature laſts, and can receive a Wound. 
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| The Swordis dawn; the Queen to Rage inclin'd, 
| By Mercy, not by Piety confin d. | 
What Mercy can the Zealot's Heart aſſwage, 
Whoſe Piety itſelf converts to Rage? 
She thought, and ſigh'd. And now the Blood began 
To leave her beauteous Cheek all cold and wan. 
New Sorrow dimm'd the Luſtre of her Eye, 
And on her Cheek the fading Roſes die. 
Alaſs! ſhould Guilford too — when now ſhe's brought 
To that dire View, that Precipice of Thought; 
While there ſhe trembling ſtands, nor dares look down; 


Nor can recede, till Heaven's Decrees are known. 


Cure of all Ills, till now, her Lord appears, 

But not to cheer her Heart, and dry her Tears 
Not now, as uſual, like the riſing Day, 
To chaſe the Shadows, and the Damps away: 
But, like a gloomy Storm, at once to ſweep 

And plunge her to the Bottom of the Deep. 

Black were his Robes, dejected was his Air, 
His Voice was frozen by his cold Deſpair; 
Slow, like a Ghoſt, he mov'd with ſolemn Pace, 


A dying Paleneſs fate upon his Face. 


| Back ſhe recoil'd, ſhe ſmote her lovely Breaſt, 
Her Eyes the Anguiſhof her Heart confeſs'd; 
. 3 Struck 
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Struck to the Soul, ſhe ſtagger'd with the Wound, 
And ſunk a breathleſs Image to the Ground. 


Thus the fair Lilly, when the Sky's o'ercaſt, 
At firſt but ſhudders in the feeble Blaſt; — | 
But when the Winds, and weighty Rains deſcend, | 
The fair and upright Stem is forc'd to bend; 
Till broke at length, its ſnowy Leaves are ſhed, 
And — with BPH Sweets their native Bed. 


B 0 OK It. — 
Hic Pietat is honos ? fic nos in Sceptra reponis 2 * Ving. | 


T Ell me, fair Cecil, (who ſhould better tell, | 
Than You, in whom reſembling Beauties dwell? ) | 
Where, for that Moment, fled the brighter Grace, | 
The Bloom, and ſprightly Luſtre of her Face? 
Say, loiter'd it below, and humbly choſe 

To make the Lilly fair, and fluſh the Roſe? | 
Or did it mount to Heav'n, from whence it came, | 
And there with Eaſe aſſume an Angels Name? | 


But rather ſay, where pleas'd her Soul to rove; 
Saught it the glorious Martyrs crown'd above? 
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Or did it here its airy Being ſpread, | 


 Hov'ring in Fondneſs o'er her Guildford's Head? 


Guildford, who claſps her beautiful in Death, 


And with a Kiſs recals her fleeting Breath. 


To Tapers thus, which by a Blaſt expire, 
Alighted Taper touch'd, reſtores the Fire. 

She rear'd her ſwimming Eye, and ſaw the Light, 
And Guildford too, or ſhe had loath'd the Sight. 


| Her Father's Death ſhe bore, deſpis'd her own, 


But now ſhe muſt, ſhe will have Leave to groan : 


Ah! Guilford, ſhe began, and would have ſpoke, 


But Sobs ruſh'd in, and ey'ry Accent broke, 


Reaſon itſelf, as Guſts of Paſſion blew, 


Wasruffled in the Tempeſt, and withdrew. 


So the Youth loſt his Image in the Well, 
When Tears upon the yielding Surface fell: 
The ſcatter'd Features {lid into Decay, 

And ſpreading Circles drove his Face away. 


To touch the ſoft Affections, and controul 


| The manly Temper of the braveſt Soul, 


What with afflicted Beauty can compars, 
And Drops of Love, diſtilling from the Fair ? 
Gs: 
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It melts us down ; our Pains Delight beſtow, 
And we with Fondneſs languiſh o'er our Woe. 


This Guilford prov'd, and with Exceſs of Pain, 

And Pic: ure too, did to his Boſom ſtrain 

The weeping Fair. Sunk deep in ſoft Deſire, 

Indulg'« iis Love, and nurs'd the raging Fire. 

Then tore himſelf away, and ſtanding wide, | el 
As fearing a Relapſe of Fondneſs, cry'd, 
Withill-diſembled Grief; © My Life, forbear, 

« You wound your Gifford with each cruel Tear. 


« Did you not chide my Grief ? repreſs your own; 


« Nor want Compaſſion for your ſelf alone. 

« Have you beheld how from the diſtant Main, 
The thronging Waves rowlona num'rous Train, 
And foam and bellow till they reach the Shore, 

« There burſt their noiſy Pride, and are no more? 
Thus the {| acceſſive Flows of human Race, 

« Chac'd by the coming, the preceding Chace; 
They ſound, and ſwoll, their haughty Heads they rear, 


« Then fall, and flatten, break, and diſappear. | 


„Life isa Trifle we muſt ſhortly pay, 
And where's the mighty Lucre of a Day? 


„Why ſhould you mourn my Fate? Tis moſt unkind; 


« Your own you bore with an unſhaken Mind; * And | 


r 


0f1 


» Panquiſi'd Love. 


6 And which can you imagine Was the Dart 
« That drank moſt Blood, ſunk deepeſt in my Heart ? 
« ] cannot live without you, and my Doom 


« I meet with Joy, to ſhare one common Tomb. 


« And are again your Tears profuſely ſpilt! 
„Oh! then my Kindneſs bluckens to my Guilt; 
« It foils itſelt. if itrecal your Pain; 

« Life of my Life, I beg you to refrain; 

« The Load which Fate impoſes, you increaſe, 
And help Maria to deſtroy my Peace. 


gut oh! againſt himſelf his Labour turn'd; 

The more he comforted, the more ſhe mourn'd iS 
Compatlion ſwells our Grief, Words ſoft and kind, 
But ſooth our Weakneſs, and diſſolve the Mind 
Her Sorrow flow'd in Streams, nor hers alone, 
While that he blam d. he yielded to his own. 
here are the Smiles ſhe wore, when ſhe ſo late 
Hail'd him, great Partner of the regal State; 

When orient Gems around her Temples blaz'd, 

And bending Nations on the Glory gaz'd ? 


But there's a ſure Viciſſitude below 
Of Light and Darkneſs, Happineſs and Woe; 
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The Dawn of Day is an Approach to Night, 
And Grief is the Concluſion of Delight. 


*Tis now the Queen's Command, they both retreat 
To weep with Dignity, and mourn in State: 


She forms the decent Miſery with Joy, 
And loads with Pomp the Wretch ſhe would deſtroy. 
A ſpacious Hall is hung with Black, all Light 
Shut out, and Noon-day darken'd into Night, 
From the Mid-roof a Lamp depends on high, 
Like a dim Creſcent in a clouded Sky. 
It ſhedsa quiv'ring melancholy Gloom, 


Which only ſhews the Darkneſs of the Room. 
A ſhining Ax is on the Table laid, 
A dreadful Sight, and glitters thro' the Shade. 


In this fad Scene the Lovers are confin'd; 
| AScene of Terrors to a guilty Mind! 

A Scene that wou'd have damp'd with riſing Cares, 
And quite extinguiſh'dey'ry Love but theirs. | 
What can they do? They fix their mournful Eyes, 
Then Gilford thus abruptly ; * I deſpiſe 
« An Empireloſt, I fling away the Crown ; 

Numbers have laid that bright Deluſion down : 

— B 


at 


01 But 


Vanquifh'd Love. 


u But where's the Charles, or Diocleſian where, 


Could quit the blooming, wedded, weeping Fair? 
Oh to dwell ever on thy Lip! to ſtand 

In full Poſſeſſion of thy Taowy Hand! 

« And thro th unclouded Chryſtal of thy Eye, 
The heavnly Treaſures of thy Mind to ſpic! 

« "Till Rapture Reaſon happily deſtroys, 

And my Soul wanders thro immortal Joys! 


Give me the World, and ask me where's my Bliſs, 


« Iclaſp thee to my Breaſt, and anſwer this. 


| « And hall the Grave He goans, and can no more, 


But all her Charms in Silence traces o'er A 


Her Lip, her Cheek, and Eye, to Wonder wrought, 


And wond' ring ſees in ſad preſaging Thought, 
From that fair Neck, that World of Beauty fall, 


And rowl along the Duſt, a ghaſtly Ball. 


Oh! let thoſe tremble who are greatly bleſs'd! 
For who but Guilford, could be thus diſtreſs d? 
Come hither, all you Happy, all you Great, 
From flow'ry Meadows, and from Rooms of State; 
Nor think I call, your Pleaſures to deſtroy, | 
But to refine, and to cxalt your Joy ; 
Weep not, but ſmiling fix your ardent Care 
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Was ever ſuch a mournful moving Sight? 
See, if you can, by that dim, trembling Light; 
Now they embrace; and mix'd in bitter Woe, 
Like 15s, and her Thames, one Stream they flow. 
Now they ſtart wide; fix'd in benumbing Care, 
They ſtiffen into Statues of Deſpair. 

Novy tenderly ſevere and fiercely kind, 
They ruſh at once. they fling their Cares behind, 
And claſp, as if to Death; new Vows repeat, 

And quite wrap d up in Love, forget their Fate. 

A ſnort Deluſion! for the raging Pain 

Returns, and their poor Hearts muſt bleed again. 


So when fence Tempeſt the rough Ocean ſwell'd, 
Two friendly Veſſels once theſe Eyes beheld; 


Now run in Circles, in a Line now fly, 


Now reel, now ſleep, now fink, now hang on high; 


Thus, With Variety of Terror, preſs 
Through all the dreadful Changes of Diſtreſs. 


Mean Time, the Queen new Cruelty decrete'd; 
But ill-content that they ſhould only blecd, 
A Prieſt is ſent, who with inſidious Art, 
Inſtils his Poyſon into Suffoll's Heart; 


Ani 


And 


And Guilford drank it, hanging on the Breaſt ; 
He from his Childhood was with Rome poſſeſt. 
When now the Miniſters of Death draw nigh, 
And in her deareſt Lord ſhe firſt muſt die, 
The ſubtle Prieſt, who long had watch'd to find 
The moſt unguarded Paſſes of her Mind, 


Deſpoke her thus. «« Grieve not; tis in your Pow' 
 « Your Lord to reſcue from this fatal Hour. 


Her Boſom pants ; ſhe draws her Breath with Pain; 
A ſudden Horror thrills thro? ev'ry Vein; 1 85 

Life ſeems ſuſpended, on his Words intent; 

And her Soul trembles for the great Event. ? 


ThePrieſt proceeds: Embrace the Faith of Rome, 
*© And ward your own, your Lord's, and Father's Doom - 
Le bleſſed Spirits! now your Charge ſuſtain; 
The paſt was Eaſe; now firſt ſhe ſuffers Pain. 
Muſt ſhe pronounce her Father's Death ? muſt ſhe 
Bid Guilford bleed? it muſt not, cannot be. 
It cannot be ! But *tis the Chriſtian's Praiſe, 
Above Impoſſibilities to raiſe 
The Weakneſs of our Nature, and deride 
Of vain Philoſophy the boaſted Pride. 
What tho our feeble Sinews ſcarce impart | 


A Moment's Swiftneſs to the feather d Dart; 
D Though 
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| Thou gh tainted Air our vigorous Youth can break, 
And a chill Blaſt the hardy Warrior ſhake, 

Yet are we Strong: Hear the loud Tempeſc roar 
From Eaſt to Weſt, and call us Weak no more; 


The Lighming's unreſiſted Force proclaims 


Our Might and Thunders raiſe our humble Names. 


Tis our Jenovan hills the Heav'ns; a; long 
As he ſhall reign Almighty, we are Strong: 

We, by Devotion, borrow from his Throne, 
And almoſt make Omnipotence our on; 
We force the Gates of Heay'n by fervent Prayer, 
And call forth Triumphs out of Man's Deſpair. 


Our lovely Mourner kneeling, lifts her Eyes, 
And bleeding Heart in Silence to the Skies, 
Devoutly fad — Then bright'ning, like the Day, 
When ſudden Winds ſweep ſeatter'd Clouds away, 
Shining in Majcſty cill now unknown, 
And breathing Lite and Spirit ſcarce her on; 
She, riſing, ſpeaks. © If theſe the Terms 


Here Gri!ford, cruel Guilford, (barb'rous Man! 
1 this thy Love?) as ſwift as Lightning ran; 


O'erwhelm'd her with tempeſtuous Sorrow fraught, 


And ſtifled, in its Birth, the mighty Thought: 
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Then, burſting freſh into a Flood ot Tears, 

Fierce, reſolute, delirious with his Fears, 

| His Fears for her alone: Ile beat his Breaſt, 

And thus the Fervour of huis Soul expreſt. 

„ Oh! let thy Thovg'it er our paſt Converſe rove, 
« And ſhew one Moment uninflam'd with Love! 

« Oh! if thy K indneſs can no longer laſt, 

« Inpity to thy {cit, forget the paſt! 

* Elſe wilt thou never, void of Shame and Fear, 

* Pronounce his Doom, whom thou haſt held ſo dear. 
Thou, who haſt took me to thy Arms, and ſwore 
Empires were vile, and Fate could give no more; 
« That to continue, was its utmoſt Pow'r, 

And make the future like the preſent Hour. 

8 Now calla Ruffian bid his cruel Sword 

Lay wide the Boſom of thy worthleſs Lord ; 

_ © Transfix his Heart, (ſince you its Love diſclaim) 
And ſtain his Honour with a Traytor's Name. 
This might perhaps be born without Remorſe; 
But ſure a Father's Pangs will have their Force. 

* Shall his good Age, ſo near its Journey's End, 
Through cruel Torment to the Grave deſcend 

« His ſhallow Blood all iſſue at a Wound, 


* Waſha Slave's Feet, and ſmoak upon the Ground? 
| D 2 | % But 
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« But he to you has ever been ſevere; 


« Then take your Vengeance — Suffolk now drew near; 


Bending beneath the Purthen of his Care; 
His Robes neglected. and his Head Was bare; | 
Decrepit Winter, in the yearly Ring, 


Thus ſlowly creeps, to meet the blooming Spring. 


Downward he caſts a melancholy Lock ; 


Thrice turn'd, to hide his Grief; then faintly ſpoke, 


, Now deep in Years, and forward in Decay, 

* That Ax can only rob me of a Day: 

« For thee, my Soul's Defire, I can't refrain; 

« And ſhall my Tears, my laſt Tears flow in vain? 
When you ſhall know a Mother's tender Name, 
« My Heart's Diſtreſs, no longer will you blame. 
At this, afar his burſting Groans were heard ; 
The Tears ran trickling down his Silver Beard : 
He ſnatch'd her Hand, which to his Lips he preſt, 
And bid her plant a Dagger in his Breaſt ; 


Then, finking, call'd her Piety unjuſt, 


And ſoil'd his hoary Temples in the Duſt. 


Hard-hearted Men! will you no Mercy know; 
Has the Queen brib'd you to diſtreſs her Foe? 


O weak Deſerters to Misfortune's Part, 


By falſe Affection thus to pierce her Heart 


When | 


When | 


With Chriſtian Dignity, and pious State. 
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When ſhe had ſoar'd, tolet your Arrows fly, 

And fetch her bleeding from the middle Sky ? 
Andcan her Virtue, ſpringing from the Ground, 
Her Flight recover, and diſdain the Wound, 


| When cleaving Love, and human Intereſt, bind 


The broken Force of her aſpiring Mind? 


As round the gen'rous Eagle, which in vain 


Exerts her Strength, the Serpent wreaths his Train, 
Her ſtruggling Wings entangles, curling plies 


52 lis pois nous Tail, and ſtings her as ſhe flies. 


While yet the Blow s firſt dreadful Weight me feels 
And with its Force her Reſolution reels; ; 
Large Doors, unfolding with a mournful Sound, 
To View diſcover, welt'ring on the Ground, 


Three headleſs Trunks of thoſe, whoſe Arms maintain'd, 


And in her Wars Immortal Glory gain d. 


The lifted Ax afſur'd her ready Doom, 

And ſilent Mourners ſadden'd all the Room. 
Shall l proceed, or here break off my Tale, 
Nor Truths, to ſtagger human Faith, reveal? 


She met this utmoſt Malice of her Fate 
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The beating Storm's propitious Rage ſhebleſt, 
And all the Martyr triumph'd in her Breaſt. 
Her Lord and Father, for a Moment's Space, 


She ſtrictly folded in her ſoft Embrace! 


Then thus ſhe ſpoke, while Angels heard on high, 
And ſudden Gladneſs ſmil'd along the Sky. 


” Your Over-fondneſs has not mov'd my Hate; 


„Jam vel! pleas'd you make my Death ſo great. 


1 joy I cannotfave you, and have givin 


If ſo the Queen decrees. But I have Cauſe 
©« To hope my Blood will ſatisfy the Laws; 

« And there is Mercy ſill, for you, in Store: 
« With me the Bitterneſs of Death is o'er. 

« He ſhot his Sting in that Farewel- Embrace; 
« And all, that is to come, is Joy and Peace. 
« Then let miſtaken Sorrow be ſuppreſt, 

« Nor ſeem to envy my approaching Reſt. 
Then, turning to the Miniſters of Fate, 
She, ſmiling, Gays, © My Victory compleat. 
« And tell your Queen, I thank her for the Blow, 


And grieve my Gratitude I cannot ſhow : 


A poor Return I leave in England's Crown, 
For everlaſting Pleaſure, and Renown. 


«c Her | 


Two Lives, much dearer than my own, to Heav' | 


eay 
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« Her Guilt alone allays this happy Hour; 


« Her Guilt, the only Vengeance in her Pow'r. 


Her Lord and Father view, with Tranſport 4ll'd, 
Their utmoſt Effort to her Virtue yield; 

Her firm Refiſtance, fluſh'd with Shame, approve, 
With Joy exulting, while they die with Love. 

Not Rome, untouch'd with Sorrow, heard her Fate; 
And fierce Maria pity'd her too late. | 


Thus to bright Ce c1L I preſume to ſing, | 
While Britain ſerves a Greater than a King ; 
To vindicate her Sex, and Man chaſtiſe, 
Who dreams himſelf alone, or good, or wiſe. 
To what an Height this Female-Martyr roſe, 
And number'd Life and Love among her Foes: | 


While Man, Apoſtate to his better Thought, 
Aęainſt his Wiſhes impotently fought? 


Our Briziſh Fair, ye Loves, and Graces, lead 
Throughey'ry Grove, o'er ey'ry verdant Mead, 

On Cry Hill and Vale let CE tread, 

That Flowers may ſpring, to ſtrow the lovely Dead. 
YeLillies, dip your Bells in whiter Snow ; | 

Ye Roſes, with a richer Scarlet glow , 


To 
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To deck ber ſacred Tomb: Bleſs'dShade, receive 
Theſe late, but earneſt Honours paid thy Grave; 
Nor deem it, moſt eſteem'd, a ſlight Reſpect, 


| 
k When living Wonders we for thee neglect; HF 
þ | 
f Wen to thy Duſt ourzealous Harp is ſtrung, 1 | 
While blooming Ct c 11's ſelf remains unſung. i 
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To the Right Honourable = 
THOMAS 
Lord PARKER, 


Baron of MaccresSfiEmLD, Lord High- 
Chancellor of Great- Britain, &c. 


My Lok p, | 

T HOUGH I have not the Honour of being known to 
L Your Lordſhip, I preſume to take a Privilege which Men 
Retirement are apt to think themſcives in Poſſeſſion 
of, as being the only Method they have of making their Way 
10 Perſons of Tour Lordſhip's high Station without ſtruggling 
through Mulritudes for Acceſs. I may poſſibly fail in my 
Reſpect to your Lordſhip, even while 1 endeavour to ſhew it 
moſt; but if T err, it is becauſe I imagin'd 1 ought not 10 
make my firſt Approach to one of your Lordſhip's exalted 
Character with leſs Ceremony than that of a Dedication. 
It is annexed to the Condition of eminent Merit, not to ſuf- 
fer more from the Malice of it's Enemies, than from the Im- 
portunity of it's Admirers; and perhaps it would be unjuſt, 
that Your Lordſhip ſhowld hope to be exempted from the Trou- 
bles, when You poſſeſs all the Talents of a Patron. 


I have here a ſair Occaſion to celebrate thoſe ſublime Qua- 
ities, of which a whole Nation is ſenſible, were it not in- 
conſiſtent with the Deſign of my preſent Application, R. the 
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inf 


gently ſpoken of by ſome, whoſe Judgment is univerſally al 
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uſt Diſcharge of Your great Emplcyments,Your Lordſhi 
oil deſerve the Prayers of the Diſtreſſed, the 2 
Country, and the Approbation of your Royal Maſter ; Thi 


indeed is a Reaſon why every good Briton ſhould applaudyour 


— but it is equally a Reaſon why None ſhould dium 
You in the Execution of your important Affair, by Works of 


| Fancy and Amuſement. I was therefore induced to mae 


this Addreſs to your Lordſhip, by conſidering You rather in 
the amiabie Light of a Perſon diſtinguiſh'd for a refined Taft 


t he polite Arts, and the Candor that uſually attends i, 
than in the Dignity of Your publick Character. 


The Greatneſs, and Solemnity of the Subjects treated of in 
t he following Work, cannot fail in ſome Meaſure to recom- 
mend it to a Perſon who holds in the utmoſt Veneration thi 
ſac ed Books ſrom which it is ia en and would at the ſame 
Time juſtifie to the World my Choice of the great Name pri. 
„ad io it, could] Le aſſured that the Undertaking had nt 
jtffer'd in my Hands. Thus much I think my ſelf” obliged 
ſay, tha: if this little Per/ormance had not been very indul- 
low'd in wr.tings of this Nature, I had not dar'd to grati 
my Ambition in offering it to Your Lordſhip: I am ſenſi 
that I am endeavouring to excuſe one Vanity by another, 
but I hoe I ſhall meet with Pardon for it, ſince it is viſibly 
intended to ſhow the great Submiſſion and Reſpect with which 


My Lok d, 


Your Lordſhip's moſt Obedient, 


and moſt Humble Servant, 


EDWARD Y OUNG- 
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HAI CE happy Feb long liv'd in regal ſlate, 
Nor ſaw the ſumptuous eaſt a prince ſo 


greats 


Whoſe worldly ſtores in ſuch abundance 
in | 

Whoſe heart with ſuch exalted virtue glow d: 

At length misfortunes take their turn to reign, 

And ills on ills ſucceed; A dreadful train! 

What now but deaths, and poverty, and wrong, 

The ſword wide-waſting, the reproachful tongue, 

And ſported plagues that mark'd his limbs all o'er 


So thick with pains, they wanted room for more? 
oy A 
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A Paraphraſe on 


A change ſo 1a4, what mortal here cou'd bear? 


Exhauſted wo: had left him nought to fear, 


But gave him all to grief; low earth he preſt, 


Weßpt in the duſt, and ſorely ſmote his breaſt: 


His friends atv ine deep affliction mourn'd, 
Felt all his pai. , and groan for groan return'd 


In anguiſa of their hearts their mantles rent, 


And ſeven long days in ſolemn ſilence ſpent; 


A debt of reverence to diſtreſs ſo great! 


Then Fob conta iu'd no more, but curs d his fate: 


His day of birth, its inauſpicious light 
A wiſhes ſunk in ſhades of endleſs night, 


And blotted from the year; nor fears to crave 


Death, inſtant death, impatient for the grave 


That ſeat of peace, that manſion of repole, 


Where reſt and mortals are no longer foes; 


here councellors are huſh'd, and mighty kings, 


Oh happy turn! no more are wretched thiugs. 


H 15 words were daring, and diſpleas'd his friends; 
Nis conduct they reprove, and he defends; 
And now they kindled into warm debate, 


And ſentiments oppos'd with equal heat; 
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fixt in opinion, both refuſe to yield, 
And ſummon all their reaſon to the field; 

do high at length their arguments were wrouzht, 


They reach'd the laſt extent of human thought : 


Apauſe enſu'd, When lo! heaven interpos'd, 

And awfully the long contention clos'd, 

Full o'er their heads, with terrible ſurprize 

A ſudden whirlwind blacken'd all the skies; | 

(They ſaw, and trembled !) from the darkneſs broke 
A dxeadful voice, and chus th' Almighty ſpoke. 


| Wo gives his tongue a looſe (o bold and vain, 
ö C:nſures my conduct, and reproves my reign? 1 

lis up his thought againſt me from the duſt, 

And tells che world's Creator what is juſt? 

Of late ſo brave, now lift a dauntleſs eye, 

face my demand, and give it a reply. 

Where didſt thou dwell at nature's early birth? 

Who laid foundations for the ſpacious Earth? 

Who on its ſurlace did extend the line, 

lis form determine, and its bulk confine ? 

V ho fix'd the corner ſtone > What hand, declare, 


nds; 


Hung it on nought, and faſten'd it in air ? 


When 


Fixt | 


When the bright morning ſtars in conſort ſung, 
And the wide concave thunder'd with the ſound. 


And can thy ſpan of knowledge graſpihe ball? 


And caſts ĩts ſhadow into diſtant lands? 


A Paraphraſe on 


When heaven's high arch with loud hoſanna's rung, 
When ſhouting ſons of God the triumph crown'd, 


Eanrn's num'rous kingdoms, haſt thou view'd them al. 


Who heay'd the mountain, which ſublimely ſtands, 


o ſtretching forth his ſceptre o'er the deep 


Can that wild world in due ſubjection keep: 


I broke the globe, I ſcoop'd its hollow fide, 
And did a baſon for the floods provide, | 
I chain them wich my word; the boiling ſea 


Work d up in tempeſts hears my great decre. | 


Thus far, thy floating tide ſhall be convey'd, | 
e And here, O main, be thy proud billows ſtay'd. 


Has 1 thou explor'd the Secrets of the deep, 
Where ſhut from uſe, unnumber'd treaſures ſleep; 
Where down a thouſand fathoms from the day. 


Springs the great fountain, mother of the ſea ? 


Thoſe | 


em all | 


T 


2 


p; 


Thoſe 


| 
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Thoſe gloomy paths did thy bold foot e'er tread, 
Whole worlds of waters rolling o er thy head ? 


HAT a the cleft Centre open'd wide to thee ? 


Death's inmoſt chambers didſt thou ever ſee? 


Fer knock at his tremendous gate, and wade _ 


To the black portal thro' th' incumbent ſhade ? 
Deep are thoſe ſhades, but deeper they that hide 


My counc ils from the ken of human pride. 


Wurz E dwells the light, in what refulgent dome? 
| And where has dark»e/s made her diſmal home? 


Thou know'ſt no doubt, ſince thy large heart is fraught 
With ripen'd wiſdom thro' long ages brought, 


Since nature was cali'd forth when thou waſt by, 


And into being roſe beneath thine eye. 


Axe miſts begotten ? Who thei: father knew? | 
From whom deſcend the pearly drops of dew ? 
To bind the ſtream by night, what hand can boall, 


or whiten morning, with the hoary freſt? 


Whoſe powerful breath from northern regions blown, 


Touches the ſea, and turns it into ſtone ? 


: A 


Suſpended ſeas aloft, from pole to pole? | 
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A ſudden defart ſ preads o'er realms defac'd, 


And lays one half of the creation waſte. 


nov know'ſtme not, thy blindneſs cannot ſee 
How vaſt a diſtance parts thy God from thee; 


Can'ſt thou ia z-hirlwinds mount aloft, can't thou 


In clouds, and darkneſs wrap thy awful brow ? 


And when day triumphs in meridian light, 
Put forth thy hand, and ſhade the world with night? 


W no launch'd the clouds in air, and bid them roll 


W ho can refreſh the burning ſandy plain, 


And quench the ſummer with a waſte of rain? 
W ho in rough deſarts far from human toil, 


Make rocks bring forth, and deſolation ſmile ? 


There blooms the roſe, where human face ne'er ſhone, | 


And ſpreads it's beauties to the ſun alone. 


T o check the ſhow'r, who lifts his hand on high, 
And ſhuts the Sluces of th' exhauſted sky, 
When earth no longer mourns her gaping veins, 


Her naked mountains, and her ruſſet plains, 


| 


But 


0 
V 
V 
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# | 
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But you in life a chearful proſpect yields 
of ſhining rivers, and of verdant fields, 


When groves and foreſts laviſh all their Bloom, 


And earth, and heav'n, are fill'd with rich perfume ? 


HasT thou Cer ſcal'd my wint'ry skies, and ſeen, 
Of hails, and ſnows, my northern magazine? 
Thele the dread treaſures of mine anger are, 
My fund of vengeance, for the day of war, 


When clouds rain death, and ſtorms, at my command, 


Rage thro' the world, or waſte a guilty land. 


W no taught the rapid winds to fly ſo faſt, 
Or ſhakes the centre with his eaſtern blaſt? 
Who from the skies can a wholedeluge pour 2 


Who ſtrikes thro? nature with the ſolemn roar 


Ot dreadful thunder, points it where to fall, 
And in fierce lightning wraps the flying Ball ? 
Not he who trembles at the darted fires, 

Falls at the found, and inthe flaſh expires. 


WH 0 drew the comet out to ſuch a ſize, 
And pour d his flaming train o'er halt the skies? 
Ba | Did 


— — — 2 
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Did thy reſentment hang him out ? does he 


Glare on the nations, and denounce from thee > 


Vino on low earth can moderate the reign, 


That guides the ſtars along thꝰ etherial plain, 


Appoint their ſeaſons, and direct their courſe, 


Their luſtre brighten, and ſupply their force? 


Canſt thou the skies benevolencereſtrain, 


And cauſe the Pleiades to ſhine in vain? 


Or when Orion ſparklesfrom his ſphere, 


Tha the cold ſeaſon, and unbind the year? 


Bid Mazorcth his deſtin'd ſtation know, | 
And teach the bright Arddurus where to glow? 
Mine is the night, with all her ſtars I pour 
Myriads, and Myriads I reſerye in ſtore, 


Dos v thou pronounce where day-light ſhall be born, 


And draw the purple cuctain of the morn 


Awake the ſun, and bid him come away, 


And glad thy world with his obſequious ray? 
Haſt thou, enthron'd in flaming glory, driy'n 
Triumphant round the ſi pacious ring of heay'n? 
That pomp of light, what hand ſo far diſplays, 
That diſtant earth ly es baking in the blaze > 
Wag 


Wu o did the ſoul with her rich po rs inveſt, 
And light up reaſon in the human breaſt, 
To ſhine, with freſh increaſe of luſtre, bright, 
When ſtars and ſun are ſet in endleſs night ? 
Totheſe my various queſtions make reply. 


T 1 Almighty ſpoke, and ſ peaking ſhook the sky. 


WHAT then, Chaldean ſire, was thy ſurprize? 


Thus thou, with trembling heart, and down-caſt eyes, 


« Once and again, which I in groans deplore, 

* My tongue has err'd, but ſhall preſume no more: 
* My voice is in eternal ſilence bound, 
And all my ſoul falls proſtrate to the ground. 


Hz ceas'd: Whenlo! again th'Almighty ſpoke, 
The ſame dread voice from the black whirlwind broke; 


Can that arm meaſure with an arm diyine ? 
And canſt thou thunder with a voice like mine? 
Or in the hollow of thy hand contain | 
The bulk of waters, the wide- ſpreading main, 
hen mad with tempeſts all the billows riſe 
In all their rage, and daſh the diſtant skies? 
Co M1 
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And be the grandeur of thy pow r diſplay'd; 


The ſpacious round of the creation ſhake; 


Cons forth in beauty's excellency array 'd, 


Put on omnipotence, and frowning make 


Diſpatch thy vengeance, bid it overthrow | 


Triumphant voice, lay lofty tyrants low, | 
And crumble them to duſt : When this is done, 


I grant thy ſafety lodg'd in thee alone; 


Of thee thou art, and may'ſt undaunted ſtand, 


Behind the buckler of thy own right hand. 


Fon p man! the viſion of a moment made! | 
Dream of a dream! and ſhadow of a ſhade! 


W hat worlds haſt thou produc'd, what creatures fram'd, 
What inſects cheriſh'd, that thy God is blam'd ? 


When pain'd with hunger the wild ravens brood 


Calls upon God importunate for food, 


Who hears their cry, who grants their hoarſerequeſt, | 


And ſtills the clamour of the craving neſt ? | 
| 


Wno in the cruel Oftrich has ſubdu'd 


Aparent's care, and fond inquietude? 


WIIII 
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Wu iI r far ſhe flies, her ſcatter'd eggs are found, 
Without an ow ner on the ſardy ground; 


| Caſt out on fortune, they at mercy lye, 


And borrow life from an indulgent sky; 

| Adopted by the ſun, in blaze of day, 

They ripen under his prolific ray; 

|  Unmindful ſhe, that ſome unhappy tread 
May cruſh her young, in their neglected bed; 
What time ſhe skims along the field with ſpeed, 
| She ſcorns the rider, and purſuing ſeed, 


33 How rich the Peacock ? what bright glories run 
Trom plume to plume, and vary in the ſun? 
tram d, He proudly ſpreads them to the golden ray. 
Gives all his colours, and adorns the day, 
With conſcious ſtate the ſpacious round diſplays, 


And lowly moves amid the waving blaze. 


Wao taught the Hawk to find, in ſeaſons wile, 


Perpetual ſummer, and a change of skies? 


When clouds deform the year, ſhe mounts the wind, 
Shoots to che ſouth, nor fears the ſtorm behind; 


-- 


The 
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The ſun returning, ſhe returns again, 


Lives in his beams, and leaves ill days to Men. And 

Taro? ſtrong the hawk; tho? practis'd well to ff 7. 1 

An Eagle dro ps her in a lower sky; | | Lou 

An Eagle, when deſerting human ſight, * | Sub! 

She ſeeks the ſun in her unweary'd flight: =: 8 

| Did thy command her yellow pinion lift | Sinc 

l So high in air, and ſeat her on the clift, 43 ly 

| W here far above the world ihe dwells alone, | Bd 

þ And proudly makes che ſtrepgth of rocks herownz | Aud 
| | Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread ſury ey. | 

i And with a glance predeſtinates her prey; | TD 

l | She feaſts her young with blood, and hov'ring o'er An 

h | Th' unſlauginer'd hoſt, enjoys the promis'd gore. B 

F | | An. 

| 4 | Know'srT thou how many moons, by me aſſign d, By 

Rowl o'er the mountain Goat, and foreſt Hind, His 

While pregnant they a mother's load ſuſtain 7 | A= 

They bend in anguiſh, and caſt forth their pain. He 

Hale are their young, trom human frailties free'd, Co 


Walk unſuſtain d, and unaſſiſted feed; . 


They live at once, forſake the dam's warm ſide, 


Take the wide world, with nature for their guide, 
Bound 
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Bound o'er the lawn, or ſeek the diſtant glade, 
And find a home in each delightful ſhade, 


v. | wii the tall em, which knows no lord but me; 
Lowe at the crib, and ask an alms of thee? 

dubmit his unworn ſhoulder to the yoke, 
Break the tif clod, and o'er thy furrow ſmoak ? 


Since great his ſtrength, go truſt him, void of care, 


Lay on his neck the toil of all the year, 
Bid him bring home the ſeaſons to thy doors, 


1 And caſt his load among thy gather'd ſtores. 


| Dips r thou from ſervice the wild- aß diſcharge, 
bs And break his bonds, and bid him live at large, 
bro the wide waſte, his ample manſion roam, 

|  Andloſe himſelf in his unbounded home ? 

lion's, hu nature's hand magnificently fed, 


His meal is on the range of mountains ſpread; 


As in pure air aloft he bounds along, 


N He ſees in diſtant ſmoak the city throng. 


_ Conſcious of freedom, ſcorns the ſmother'd train, 


| Tre threat'ning driver, and the ſervile rein. 


Sunver the warlike horſe! didſt thou inveſt 
zoun! Wich thunder, his robuſt diſtended Cheſt 2 
C No 


* 


And mocks at death, and throws his foam around, 
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No ſenſe of fear his dauntleſs ſoul allays . 
"Tis dreadful to behold his noſtril blaze; 

To paw the vale he proudly takes delight, 
And triumphs in the fulneſs of his might ; 
High-rais'd he ſnuffs the battle from afar, 
And burns to plunge amid the raging war, 


And in a ſtorm of fury ſhakes the ground: 
How does his firm, his rifing heart advance, 


Full on the brandiſh'd ſword, and ſhaken lance ; 
While his fixt eye-balls meet the dazling ſhield, 


Gaze, and return the lightning of the field ? 


He ſinks the ſenſe of pain in gen'rous pride, 


Nor feels the ſhaft that trembles in his ſide, 
Bur neighs to the ſhrill trumpet's dreadful blaſt, 
Till death; and when he groans, he groans his laſt. 


Bu r fiercer ſtill the lordly Lion ſtalks, 
Grimly majeſtick in his lonely walks; 


When round he glares, all living creatures fly, 


He clears the deſart with his rolling eye: 


Say, mortal, does he rouſe at thy command, 
And roar to thee, and liye u pon thy hand? 


Doſt 


Doſt 
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Poſt thou for him in foreſts bend thy bow, | 


And to his gloomy den the morſel throw, 


Where bent on death lye hid his tawny brood, 
And couch'd in dreadful ambuſh pant for blood; 
Or ſtretch'd on broken limbs, conſume the day 


| Indarkneſswrapt, and lumber o'er their prey ? 


By the pale moon they take their deſtin'd round, 
Andlaſh their ſides, and furious tears the ground : 
Now ſhrieks, and dying groans the deſart fill; 


They rage, they rend, their rayenous jaws diſtill 


With crimſon foam; and when the banquet's o'er 


They ſtride away, and paint their ſteps with gore; 


ln flight alone the ſhepherd puts his truſt 
And ſhudders at the talon in the duſt, 


Mir p is my Behemoth, tho large his frame, 
Smooth is his temper, andrepreſt his lame, 
While unprovok'd : This native of the flood 
Litts his broad foot, and puts aſhore for food ; 
Earth ſinks beneath him, as he moves along 
To ſeek the herds, and mingle with the throng ; 
See, with what ſtrength his harden'd loyns are bound, 
All oyer proof, and ſhut againſt a wound; 

C23 How 
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How like a mountain cedar moves his tail? 


Nor can his complicated ſinews fail: 


Built high and wide, his ſolid bones ſurpaſs 


The bars of ſteel, his ribs are ribs of braſs; 


His port majeſtick, and his armed jaw, 
Give the wide foreſt, and the mountain law; 

The mountains feed him; there the beaſts admire 
The mighty ſtranger, and in dread retire; 


At length his greatneſs nearer they ſuryey, 
_ Graze in his ſhadow, and his eye obey : 
The fens and marſhes are his cool retreat, 
His noon-tide ſhelter from the burning heat; 


Their ſedgy boſoms his wide couch are made, 


And groves of willows give him all their ſhade: 


His eye drinks Jordan up, when fir'd with drought 


He truſts to turns its current down his throat; 


In leflen'd waves it creeps along the plain, 


He ſinks a river, and he thirſts again. 


Go tothe Xile, and from its fruitful ſide, 
Caſt forth thy line into the fwelling tide, 


Wi.h ſlender hair Ieviathan command, 


| And ftretch his yaſtneſs on the loaded ſtrand : 


Wil 


* 
— 
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will he become thy ſervant, will he own 

Thy lordly nod, and tremble at thy frown, 

Or with his ſport amuſe thy leiſure day, 


And bound in ſilk with thy ſoft maidens play? 


SH AL I pompous banquets ſwell with ſuch a prize, 
And the bowl journey round his ample ſize? 
Or the debating merchants ſhare the prey, 
And various limbs to various marts convey ? 
Thro* bis firm skull what ſteel its way can win? 
What forceſul engine can ſubdue his skin ? 
Fly far, and live; tem pt not his matchleſs might; 
The braveſt ſhrink to cowards in his ſight,” 
The raſneſt dare not rouſe him up; who then 


Shall turn on me, among the ſons of men? 


Au Iadebtor? haſt thou ever heard 


Vhence come the gifts which are on me conferr'd? 


My laviſh truit a thouſand vallies fills, 

And mine the herds, that graze a thouſand hills; 
Earth, ſea, and air, all nature is my own, 

And ſtars, and ſun, are duſt beneath my throne; 
And dar'ſt thou with the world's great Father vye, 
Thou, who doſt tremble at my creature's eye? 


» 
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At full my huge Leviathan ſhall riſe, 
Boaſt all his ſtrength, and ſpread his wond'rous ſize, 


W x o, great in arms, e'er ſtripp'd his ſhining mail, 


Or crown'd his triumph with a ſingle ſcale? 


Whoſe heart ſuſtains him to draw near ? behold 
Deſtraction yawns, his ſpacious jaws unfold, 


And marſhal'd round the wide expanſe, diſcloſe 


| Teeth edg'd with death, and crowding rows on rows; 1 


What hideous fangs on either ſide ariſe, 
And what a deep abyſs between them lyes? 


Meet with thy lance, and with thy plummet ſound, 


The one how long, the other how profound. 


His bulk is charg'd with ſuch a furious ſoul, 
That clouds of ſmoak from his ſ pread noſtrils roll 
As from a furnace, and, when rous'd his ire, 


Fate iſſues from his jaws in ſtreams of fire: 


The rage of tempeſts, and the roar of ſeas, 


Thy terror, this thy great ſuperior pleaſe; 


Strength on his ample ſhoulder ſits in ſtate, 
His well join'd limbs are dreadtully compleat, 
His flakes of ſolid fleſh are flow to part, 


As ſteel his neryes, as adamant his heart. 


Warn 
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WHEN late-awak'd he rears him from the floods, 


| And ſtretching forth his ſtature to the clouds, 
| Vrithes in the ſun aloft his ſcaly height, 


And ſtrikes the diſtant hills with tranſient light, 


Far round are fatal damps of terror ſ pread, 


The mighty fear, nor bluſh to own their dread. 


LAS is his front and when his burniſh'd eyes 


Lift their broad lids, the morning ſeems to riſe, 


In vain may death in various ſhapes invade, 
The ſwift-wing' d arrow, the deſcending blade; 


is naked breaſt their impotence defies, 
Ide dart rebounds, the brittle faulchion flies: 
| Shut in himſelf, the war without he hears, 
Vie in the tempeſt of their rattling ſpears; 


The cumber'd ſtrand their waſted vollies ſtrow 
His ſport, the rage and labour of the foe. 


His paſtimes like a chaldron boyl the flood, 


And blacken ocean with the riſing mud ; 
The billows feel him, as he works his way: 
fis hoary footſteps ſhine along the ſea ; 
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The foam high-wrought, with white, divides the grees 
And diftant ſailors point where death has been. 


H 1 5 like earth bears not on her ſpacious face, 


Alone in nature ſtands his dauntleſs race, | | ] 


For utter ignorance of fear renown'd : 


In wrath he rolls his baleful eyes around, | 4 
. Makesevery ſwoln, diſdainful heart ſubſide 
And holds dominion o'er the ſons of pride. 


i FTI x the Chaldaan eas'd his lab'ring breaſt, 


Vith full conviction of his crime oppreſt. 


| | 


_ RR. „Tn ou canſt accompliſh all things, Lord of migh! 

N * And every thought is naked to thy ſight: 
bi | But oh! thy ways are wonderful, and lye 
| 1 « Beyond the deepeſt reach of mortal eye, ZE 
| | « Ot have I heard of thine Almighty pow'r, | 
«it * But never {aw thee till this dreadful hour; | 


« O'erw hielm'd with ſhame, the lord of life I ſee, | 


« Ablior my ſelf, and give my ſoul to thee: 


Nor ſhall my weakneſs tempt thine anger more: 


1 


Mu was not made to queſtion, but adore, _ | 


NOTES 
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NOTES 


of the book of Fob ; ſome give it to Moſes, ſome to 

others, As I was engag'd in this little performance, 
ſome arguments occurr'd to me which favour the former 
of theſe opinions; and becauſe I do not find them men- 
tion'd by any one elſe, I have flung them into the fol- 


5 | is diſputed among the criticks who was the author 


lowing notes, where little elſe is to de expected. 


Page 5. Thrice happy Job, &c.] The Almighty's ſpeech 
Chapter 38, & c. which is what I paraphrafe in this little 
Work, is by much the fineſt part of the nobleſt, and moſt 
antient poem in the world, Biſhop Patrice ſays its gran- 

eur is as much above all other poetry, as thunder is loud- 
er than a whiſper, In order to ſet this diſtinguiſh'd part 
of the poem in a fuller light, and give the reader a clearer 
conception of it, I have abride'd the preceding and ſub- 
ſequent parts of the poem, and join'd them to it; ſo that 


> piece isa ſort of an epitome of the whole book of 
00, x | | 


I uſe the word paraphraſe, becauſe I want another 
Which might better anſwer to the uncommon liberties 
have taken, I have omitted, added, and tranſpos'd. The 
Mountain, the Comet, the Sun, and other parts are entirely 
added: The Peacock, the Lion, c. are much enlarg'd : 
And I have thrown the whole into a method more ſuita- 
bleto our notions of regularity. The judicious, if they 
compare this piece with the original, . 

| | D elf. 


beying them; to find it 
ſing, and foaming, but by the rule and direction ot its 


0E. 


ſelf, find the reaſons for the great liberties I have in | 


dulg'd my ſelf in through the whole. | 


Longinus has a chapter on interrogations, which ſhews 
that they contribute much to the ſublime. This ſpeech 
of the Almighty is made up of them. Interrogation ſeems 


indeed the proper ſtyle of majeſty incers d. It diffen 
from other manner of reproof, as bidding a perſonexe. 


cute himſelt, does from a common execution; for he that 
ask the guilty a proper queſtion, makes him, in effect, 


paſs ſentence on himſelt. 


Page 7. ãů From the darkneſ⸗ broke 


A dreadful voice, and thus th Almighty ſpoke] The book 


of Fob is well known to bedramatick, and like the trage- 


dies of old Greece, is fiction built on truth. Probably this 


moſt noble part of it, the Almighty ſpeaking out of the 


whirlwind (ſo ſuitable to the after- practice of the Greek 
ſtage, when there happen'd dignus vindice nodus) is ficti- 
tious; but it is a fiction more agreeable to the time in 
which Job liv'd, than to any ſince. Frequent before the 
law were the appearances of the Almighty after this 


manner, Exodus c. 19. Ezekiel c. 1. c. Hence is he ſaid 
to dwell in thick darkneſs: And have his way in the whirl 
wind. pon 5 


Page 8. Thus far, thy floating tide, & c.] There is a very 
great air in all that precedes, but this is ſignally ſublime. 
We are ſtruck with admiration to ſee the vaſt and ungo- 
vernable ocean A commands, and punctually o- 

ike a manag'd horſe raging, toſ- 


maſter. This paſſage yields in ſublimity to that of Let 
there be light, & c. ſo much only, as the abſolute govern- 
ment ot nature yields to the creation of it. 8 

The like ſpirit in theſe two paſlages is no bad concur- 
rent argument, that Moſes is author of the book of Job. 
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Page 14. When pain d with hunger, the wild raven's 
brood, & c.] Another argument that Moſes was the author, 
is, that moſt of the creatures here mention'd are Egyptian. 
The reaſon given why the raven is. particularly menti- 
on'd as an object of the care of providence, is, 
becauſe by her clamorous and importunate 
voice, ſhe particular'y ſeems always calling 
upon it; thence w4cow A ug is to ask ear- 


lian. L. 
2. C. 48. 


neſtly. And ſince there were ravens on the banks of 


Nil more clamorous than the reſt of that ſpecies, thoſe 
probably are meant in this place. ; | 


Page 14. Who in the ſtupid Oſtrich has ſubdu'd, &c.] 
There are many inſtances of this bird's ſtupidity ; let two 
ſuffice. Firſt, it covers its head in the reeds, and thinks 
i: ſelt all out of fight, * 


| Sat lumine clauſo 
Ridendum revoluta caput, creditque latere 
Que non ipſa videt 


Claud. 


Secondly, They that go in purſuit of them, draw the 
Skin of an Oſtrich's neck on one hand, which proves a 
ſufficient lure to take them with the other. 


They have ſo little brain, that Heliogabulus had ſix 
hundred heads for his ſupper. | 


Here we may obſerve that our judicious as well as ſub- 
lime author, juſt touches the great points of diſtinction in 
each creature, and then haſtens to another. A deſcription 
is exact when you cannot add, but what is common to a- 
nother thing, nor withdraw, but ſomething peculiarly be- 
longing to the thing deſcrib'd. A likeneſs is often loſt in too 
much deſcription, as a meaning in too much illuſtration. 
Page 15. What time ſbe sims along the field, & c.] Here 
is mark'd another peculiar quality of this creature, which 
neicher flies nor runs diſtinctly, but has a motion com- 

D 2 pos'd 
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pos d of both, and uſing its wings as ſails, makes great 


ſpced. 225 


Vaſta velut Lybiæ venantum vocibus ales 
Cum premitur calidas curſu tranſmittit arenas, 
Inque modum wv. li ſinuatis flamine pennis 

Pulverulenta Volat m—— 


Page 15. She ſcorns the rider and purſuing ſteed.] Xen 
hon ſays, Cyrus had horſes that cou'd overtake the Goat 


and th?1/4{4-.4ſs; but none that cou'd reach this creature, 
A thouſand golden ducats, or a hundred camels, was the 
ſtated price of a horſe that cou'd equal their ſpeed. 


Page 15. How rich the Peacock, & c.] Though this birds 
but juſt mention'd in my author, I cou'd not forbear go- 


ingalittle farther, and ſpreading thoſe beautiful plumes 
which are there ſhut up) into halt a dozen lines, The 


circumſtance I have mark'd of his opening his plumesto 
the ſun is true, Expandit colores adverſo maxime ſole,quia 


fe Julgentius radiant. Plin. I. x. c. 20. 


Page 16. Though firong the Hawk, tho' praftis'd well 


).] Thuanu (de Re Accip.) mentions a Hawk that flew 
trom Paris to London in a night. 


And the Egyptians in regard to its ſwiftneſs made it 
their ſymbol] tor the wind; for which reaſon we may 
ſuppoſe the Hawk, as well as the crow above- mention d, 


to have been a bird of note in Egypt, 


Page 16. Thence wide o'er nature takes her dread ſurve), 


&c.] The Eagle is ſaid to be of ſo acute a ſight, that when 
ſhe is ſo high in air that man cannot ſee her, ſhe can 
diſce:n the {malleſt fi in under water. My author accu- 
rately underſtood the nature of the creatures he de- 
ſcribes, and ſeems to have been a naturaliſt as well as 
a poet, Which the next note will confirm, 
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NOTES 


Page 16, Knoweſt thou how many moons by me aſſign'd, 
&c.] The meaning of this queſtion is, know'ſt thou the 
time and circumſtances of their bringing forth? for to 


know the time only was eaſy, and had nothing extraor- 
dinary in it; but the circumſtances had ſomething pecu- 


liarly expreſſive of God's providence, whic h makes the 
e er. proper in this place. Pliny obſerves, that the 


Hind with young is by inſtinct directed to a certain herb 


call'd Seſelis, which facilitates the birth. Thunder alſo 
(which looks like the more immediate hand of provi- 
dence) has the ſame effect, P/. 29. In ſo early an age 
io oblerye theſe things may ſtyle our author a naturaliſt. 


Page 17. Survey the warlike horſe, & e.] The deſcripti- 
on of the horſe is the moſt celebrated of any in the poem, 
There is an excellent critic on it in the Guardians. 1 ſhall . 
therefore only obſerve that in this deſcription.,as in other 
parts of this ſpeech, our vulgar tranſlation has much more 
ſpirit than the ſeptuagint; it always takes the original in 
the moſt poetica and exalted ſenſe, ſo that moſt com- 
mentators, even onthe Hebrew it ſelf, fall beneath it. 


Page 19. By the pale moon they take their deſtin d round, 
&c.] Purſuing their prey by night is true of moſt wild 
beaſts, particularly the lion, Pf. 104, v.20. The Ara- 


bians have one among their 500 names for the lion, 


which ſignifies the hunter by moon- ſhine. 

Page 20. He ſinks a river, and he thirſts again, &c.] 
Cephiſs glaciale caput quo ſuetus anhelam, 
Ferre ſutim Python, amnemque avertere ponto. 


Stat. Theb.v. 349. 


Qui ſpiris tegeret mont es, hauriret hiatu | 
Fumina, & c.. Claud. Pref, in Nuf. 


Let not then this hyperbole ſeem too much for an 
eaſtern poet, tho' ſome commentators of name ſtrain 
bard in this place for a new conſtruction, thro? fear 7 it. 

; | Page 


coy 
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Page 20. Go 7o the Niln, and (rem its fruitful ſide, &c] 
The taking the crucodile is maſt difficult. Diodorus fas; 
they are not to Ve taken but by iron nets, When Augulin 
conquer'd ghet, he ſtruck a medal. the 1mpreſs of which 


was a crocodile cha in'd to a palm-tree With this inſcrip. 


tion, Nemo duttæ re (5&0, 

Page 21. Thr ra e, dare not rouſe him up, &c.] This 
alludes to a cult mot this creature, which is, When a. 
ted with fiſh, 1c come aitore and fleep among the reed, 


„ - Behold . 
Des/ruthon yawins, lis fcacicus Faws unfold, & e.] The 
crocudile's mou; ii 15s exceeding wide. When he gapes, 
lays Pliny, fi: ;iu:n 0s Mari:ailays to his old woman, 


Cum comparata rid bus tuis ora 
Niliacus habit c occauilus ang 7a. 


So that the ex preſſion here is barely juſt. 
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Page 22. Fate 5/7 es from bis jaws in Hreams of fr.) 


This too is ncareruth than at firſt view may be im. 
gin'd.The crac . 6i]-,fay the naturaliſts, lying long under 
water, and being were forced to hold its breath, whent 
emerges, the cal lon? r-preft is hot, and burſts out ſo 
Violently, tl:at it reſemoles fre and moak. Tue horſe 
ſuppreſſes not lis brex h by any means ſo long, neithers 


he ſo fierce aua t yo. the moſt correct of poets 


ventures tou e lame meta phor concerning him. 
Collectumate hic menus vol vit ſub naridus ignem. 
By this andi e foros note Iwou'd caution again! 


falſe opinion e cattern beldnefs, from paſlages in 
them ill une. yy, 


Page 23. Erradis Vis front, aud w 3672 bs burnifh' ches 
& c.] Hize;-: i, tethered; ds of the morning. 1 nk | 
this 
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this gives us as great an image of the thing it wou'd ex- 

reſs, as can enter the thought of man, It is not impro- 
bable that the Egyptian ſtole their hie ro lyphick for the 
morning, which is the crocodile's eye, from this paſſage, 
though no commentator, l have ſeen, mentions it. It is 
eaſie to conceive how the Egyprians ſhould be both rea- 
ders, and admirers of the writings of Moſes, whom I 
ſuppole the author of this poem. 


I have obſerved already that three or four of the crea- 
tures here deſcrib'd are Egan; the two laſt are noto- 
riouſly ſo, they are the river-hor e and the crocodile, thoſe 
celebrated inhabitants of the Nile; and on theſe two it is 
that our author chiefly dwells, It weuld have been ex- 
pected from an author more remote from that river than 
Moſes, in a catalogue of creatures produced to magnihe 
their creator, to have dwelt on the two largeſt works of 
his hand (t1z.) the elephant and the whale; this is ſo natu- 
ral an expectation that ſome commentators have ren- 
der'd Behemoth and Leviathan, the elephant and whale, 
tho' the deſcriptions in our author will not admit ot it; 
but Moſes living among the Egyptian, who were (as we 
may well ſuppoſe) uncer an immediate terror of the Hip- 
pootamos and crocodile from their daily miſchiefs and 
rayages around him, it is very accountable why he ſhould 
permit them to take place. 
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INSTALMENT. 


TITH Invcations ſome their breaſts inflame ; 
* I need no Muſe, a WaLPoOLE is my Theme. 


Ye mighty Dead! Ye Garter'd ſons of Praiſe! 
Our Morning gars] our Boaſt in former days! i 
Which hovering o'er, your purple wings diſplay, 
Lur'd by the Pomp, of this diſtinguiſh'd day, 


Stoop, and Attend : by One, the Knee be bound; 


One, throw the Mantle's crimſon folds around; 


By That, the Sccerd on his proud Thigh be plac'd ; 
This, Claſp the Diamond-Girdle round his Waſte ; 


Wiſe Burleigh plant the Plumage on his Head; 


None preſt fair Glory with a ſwifter Pace. 


Or aid ſome favourite King's illuſtrious Toil, 8 
It bids his Blood with generous Ardour boyl; 
| His Blood, from Virtue's celebrated Source, 


When all the ſcatter'd Merits of his Line 
Collected to a Point, intenſely ſhine. 


(4) 
His Breaſt, with Rays, let juſt Godolphin ſpread ; 


And Edward own, ſince firſt He fixt the Race, 


When Fate would call ſome mighty Genius forth 
To wake a drooping Age to godlike Worth, 


Pour'd down the Steep of Time, a lengthen'd Courle! 
That Men prepar' d may juſt Attention pay, 
Warn'd by the Dawn to mark the glorious Day, 


See Brirain, fee thy Wal rolf ſhine from far, 
His azure Ribbon, and his radiant Star ; 


A Star that, with auſpicious Beams, ſhall guide, 
Thy Veſſel ſafe, thro? Fortune's rougheſt Tide. 


If Peace ſtill ſmiles, by this, ſhall Commerce ſteer 
A finiſh'd Courſe, in triumph, round the Sphere; 
And 


tle! 


In Britain's lap, the world's Abundance pour. 
Thro' that black Cloud, which rifing from the Thames, 


This ſhall direct it, where the Bolt to throw, 
A Star for Us, a Comet to the Foe. 


At this the Muſe ſhall X:zdle, and Aſpire: 
My breaſt, OWarroLt, glows with grateful fire 
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53): 
And gathering Tribute from each diſtant Shore, 


If Mars ordain'd, ebis Star ſhall dart its beams 


With thunder, form'd of Brunfwici's Wrath, is ſent 
To Claim the Seas, and Aae the Continent : 


The ſtreams of Royal bounty, turn'd by Thee, 
Refreſh the dry domains of Poeſy. 

My fortune ſhews, when Arts are WALTOLE“'s care, 
What ſlender worth forbids us to deſpair: 
Be this thy partial ſmile from cenſure free; 


Twas meant for Merit, tho' it fell on Me. 


Since Prunſecict's ſmile has authoriz d my Muſe, 
Chaſte be her conduct, and ſublime her views. 
Falſe praiſes are the Whoredoms of the pen, 


Which proſtitute fair Fame to worthleſs men: 


(6) 


This Prophanation of celeſtial fire, 


lakes Fools deſpiſe, what Wiſemen ſhould admire. 


Let thoſe I praiſe, to diſtant times be known, 
Not by their Authors merit, but their o. 

If others think the taſk is hard, to weed 

From verſe, rank Flattery's vivacious ſeed, 

And rooted-deep ; one means muff ſet them free; 


Patron ! and Patriot! let them fing of Thee. 


* While vulgar Trees ignobler Honours wear, 


Ner Thoſe retain, when Winter chills the Year ; 


The generous Orange, Favourite of the Sun, 
With vigorous charms can : the Seaſons run; 


Defies the Storm with her tenacious Green; 


And Flowers and Fruits in rival pomp are ſeen: 


Where bloſſoms fall, ſtill fairer bloſſoms ſpring; 
And midſt their Sweets the Feather d poets fing. 


On Wa LPOLE, thus, may pleas d Britannia view 


At once her Ornament, and Profit too; 
The yruit of Service, and the E om of Fame, 
Matur'd, and gilded by the royal Beam. 
He, when the niping Blaſts of Evy riſe, 
Its Guilt can pity, and its Rage deſpiſe; 


4 7 
lets fall no Honours, but ſecurely Great 
| Unfaded holds the Colour of his Fate: 
No Winter knows, tho' ruffling Factions preſs 
By wiſdom deeply Rooted in Succeſs : 
One Glory ſhed, a brighter is diſplay'd ; 
And the charm'd Muſes ſhelter in his Shade. 


O How I long, enkindled by the Theme, 
In deep Eternity to launch thy name ! 
Thy name in view, no Rights of Verſe I plead, 
But what chaſt Truth indites, old Time ſhall read. 


« Bzuolp!a man of antient Faith, and Blood, 
Which, ſoon, beat high for arts, and publick-cood : 
** Whoſe Glory great, but natural appears, 

The genuine Growth of ſervices and years ; 

No ſudden Exhalation drawn on high 

| And fondly gilt by partial Majeſty : 

One bearing greateſt Toils, with greateſt eaſe ; 
One born to ſerve us, and yet born to pleaſe; 
" Whom, while our Rights in equal ſcales he lays, | 
a The Prince may tru/?, and yet the People praiſe; 
His Genius ardent, yet his Judgment clear, 


« His Tongue is flowing, and his Heart ſincere, 
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cc His Council guides, his Temper chears our 7 ſle, 


And ſmiling, gives three Kingdoms cauſe to ſmile. 


Joy then to Britain, bleſt with ſuch a Son; 


TO War Port Joy, by whom the Prige is won; 


Who nobly- conſcious meers the ſmiles of Fate; 


True Greatneſs lies in daring to be Great. 


Let daſtard Souls, or AﬀeRation run 


To ſhades, nor wear bright Honours fairly won; 
Such men prefer, miſled by fa//e applauſe, 

The Pride of modeſty to Virtue's cauſe. 
Honours, which make the Face of Virtue fair. 
*T'is Great to merit, and 'tis Wife to wear; 

'Tis holding up the Prize to Publick view, 
Confirms Grown Virtue, and inflames the New; 
Heightens the Luſtre of aur age and clime, 


And ſheds rich feeds of worth for Future Time. 


PzovDp Chi: alone, in fields of Slaughter fam'd, 
Of old, this azure Bl:om of Glory claim'd. 
As when ſtern ax pour'd a purple flood, 
The Violet roſe. fair Daughter of his blood. 
Now rival Ni dares the Wreath divide, 


And both Miner was riſe in equal pride; 


e T'P0 
Proclaiming loud, a Monarch fills the Throne, 
W uo ſhines Illuſtrious, not in Wars alone. 


LeT Fame look lovely in Britannia's eyes 5 
They cold] y court Deſert, who Fame deſpiſe. 
For what's Ambition, but fair Virtue's Sail? 
And what Applanſe, but her propitious Cale? 
When ſwell'd with that, ſhe fleets before the wind 
To glorious aims, as to the Port deſign'd ; 

When chain'd, without it to the labouring Oar, 
She toils ! ſhe pants! nor gains the flying ore, 
From her ſublime Purſuits, or turn'd aſide 

Dy dae of Envy, or by Fortunt's gde. 

For one that has ſucceeded, Ten are loſt, 

Of ea! Talents, e er they make the Coaſt. 
rut let Rerren to Worth divine incite 
With all her beams, but throw thoſe beams arigbt. 
Then Merit droops, and Genius downward tends, 

When godlike Glory, like our Land, d:/cend-. 
Cuſtom, the Garter long confin'd to Few ; 
And gave to Birtb, exalted Firize's due: 


B : 


War- 


(10 
WALPOLE has thrown the proud Encloſure down; 
And high Deſert embraces fair Renown, 
Tho' rivald, let the Peerage /miling ſee 
(Smiling, in Juſtice to their own Degree,) 
This proud reward by Majeſty beſtow'd | 


on Worth like char, whence firſt the Peerage flow'd. 


From frowns of Fate Britannia's bliſs to guard 


Let Subjects merit, and let Kings reward, 
Gods are nt Gods by giving to excel; 


And Kings moſt like them, by recuarding * | 


T o' ſtrong the twanging Nerve, and drawn aright, 
Short is the winged Arrow's upward flight ; 


But if an Eagle it transfix on high, 


Lodg'd in che wound, it ſoars into the «ky. 


Tu us while I ſing Thee with unequal lays, 
And wound perhaps that Worth I mean to praiſe ; 
Yet I tranſcend my ſelf, I riſe in Fame, 

Not lifted by my Genius, but my Theme. | 


Brun 


Who 
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No more: for in this dread ſuſpence of Fate, 
Now Kingdoms fluctuate, and in dark Debate, 
Weigh Peace and War, now Europe's Eyes are bent 
On mighty Brunſwick, for the Great event, 
Brunfevick of Kings the Terror or Defence ! 


Who dares detain Thee at a World's expence ? 


1 


19 Op 


EPISTLES 
Mr. POPE, 


Concerning the 


AUTHORS of the AGE. 


57 the AUTH OR of the Unrvensa. 
PASSION. 


| DUB LI VN. 


Printed for Groxcr Risk, at Shakeſpear's Head, 
Grorce and ALEXANDER EWING, at the Angel 
and Bible, and WILLIA SMITH, at the Hercules, 
Bookſellers, in Dame's-ftreer, 1748. 


Y . * td 
a” 
SS F 
* 
"a F 
3 * ow 
9 * 
» * 
— — re 
= — —_— - * = $ mm 4 on — —. 
— — — — = = — — — — — — . — * 


EPISTLE I. 


T O 
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Our Senate — at Parties, Parties bawl, 
And Pamphlets ſtun the Streets, and load the Stall. 
So ruſhing Tides bring things obſcene to light, 
Foul wrecks emerge, and dead Dogs ſwim in fight : 
The civil Torrent foams, the Tumult reigns, 
And Cod. rs proſe works vp, and Lico's ſtrains, 

A 2 Lo! 
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4 EPISTLE 1. 


Lo! what from Cellars riſe, what ruſh from high, Wich 
i Where Speculation rooſted near the Sky ; (Toff 
| Letters, Eſſays, Sock, Buſkin, Satire, Song, bhut 2 
And all the Garret thunders on the Throng! The 

1 O Tepe“ I burſt, nor can, nor will refrain. 85 
1 I'll write, let Others in their Turn complain: Whe 
| | Truce, truce ye Vandals! my tormented Ear Whe 
3 Leſs dreads a Pillory, than Pamphleteer; | And 
| | I've heard my ſelf to death: and plagu'd each hort, | The 
| | : Shan't I return the Vengeance in my pow'r? | The 
| | For who can write the True Abſurd like me The 
1 Thy Pardon Cadrs ! who J mean but Thee? Thi 
| | | | Ric 

Pope! if like mine or Codrus were thy Stil, WV! 

The Blood of Vipers had not flain'd thy File; | Pr 

Merit leſs ſolid, leſs Deſpite had bred, M 

They had not bit, and then they had not bled. = W 

Fame is a publick Miſtreſs, none enjoys, A 

But more, or leſs, his Rival's Peace deſtroys ; [MM 

With Fame in juſt proportion Ervy grows, a 

The Man that makes a Character, makes Foes : | K 

| Slight, pecviſh Inſects round a Genius riſe, | . 

| | As a bright Day awakes the World of Flies; 1 g 
Wi 
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ich, | With hearty Malice, but with feeble wing, 
To ſhew they live) they flutter, and they 2280 
But as by depredations Waſp: proclaim 

The faireſt Fruit, ſo theſe the faireſt Fame. 


Shall we not cenſure all the motly Train, 
Whether with Ale irriguous, or Champaicn ? 
Whether they tread the Vale of Proſe, or climb, 
And whet their Appetites on Ch#5 of Rhyme; 
hozr, | The College Sloven, or embroidercd Spark, 
The Purple Prelate, or the Pariſh Clerk, 
— The quiet Quidnuuc, or demanding Prig, 
The plaintiff Tory, or defendant Whig; 
Rich, poor, male, female, young, old, gay or fad ; 
Whether extremely witty, or quite mad; 
Profoundly dull, or ſhallow!y polite ; 
Men that read well, or Men that only write: 
Whether Peers, Porters, Taylors, tune their reeds, 
And meaſuring words to meaſuring ſhapes ſuc ccecds ; 
For Bankrupts write, when ruin'd ſhops are ſhut, 
As Maggots craw! Nat out a periſu'd Nat. 
His Hammer This, and that his Trowei Guits, 
And wanting Senſe for Tradeſmen, ferve for Wits. 
By 


With 
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By thriving men ſubſiſts each other Trade, 
Of every broken Craft a Myiter's made: 
Thus his Material, Paper, takes its birth, 
From tatter'd rags of all the ſtuff on earth. 
Hail fruitful % to thee alone belong 
Millions of Wits, and Brokers in old Song; 


Thee well a Land of Liberty we name, 


. Where all arc free to Scandal, and to Shame: 


Thy Sons by print, may ſet their Hearts at eaſe, 
And be Mankind's Contempt whene're they pleaſe; 
Like trodden Filth, their vile, and abject Senſe 
Is unperceiv'd but when it gives Offence. 

Pucir Leavy Proſe our injur'd Reaſon tires, 


Their Verſe immortal kindles looſe Deſires ; 


Our Age they puzzle, and corrupt our Prime, 


Our Sport and Pity, Puniſhment and Crime. 
* 
What glorious Motives urge our Authors on, 
Thus to undo, and thus to be undone ? 
One loſes his Eſtate, and down he fits, 
To few (in vain! he ill retains his Wits. 


Another marrics, and his Dear proves Leen, 


Te wri:vs, as an 2;4:0ict for the Spleen. 


Some 


, 
eaſe; 


e 


Some 
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Some write confin'd by Phyſick, ſome by Debt, 


Some, for 'tis Sunday, ſome becauſe 'tis Wet; 


Thro' private pique ſome do the Public right, 
And love their King and Country out of Spight. 


Another writes, becauſe his Father writ, 


And proves himſelf a Baſtard by his Wit. 


Has Lico, Learning, Humour, Thought profound ? 
Neither : why write then? He wants twenty Pound. | 


His belly, not his brains this impulſe give; 


| | He'll grow Immortal, for he cannot live. 


He rubs his awful front, and takes his Ream, 


With no proviſion made but of his Theme; | 


Perhaps a Title has his Fancy ſmit, 

Or a quaint Motte, which he thinks has Wit. 

He writes, in Inſpiration puts his Truſt, 

Tho' wrong his Thoughts, the Gods will make them 
Juſt: 

Genius directly from the Gods deſcends, 

And who by labour would diſtruſt his Friena; 7 

Thus having reaſon'd with conſummate {k11l, 

In Immortality he dips his Quill; 

And ſince blank Paper is deny'd the Preſs. 

He mingles the whole Alphabet by gueſs. 
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In various Setts which various words compoſe, 


Of which, he hopes, mankind the meaning know, 


So Sounds {pontaneous from the Syd broke, 
Dark to her ſelf the wonders which ſhe ſpoke; 
The Prieſts ſound out the meaning if they could, 


And Nations ſtar'd at what none underſtood. 


Clodio dreſt, danc'd, drank, viſited (the whole 


And great-Concern of an immortal Soul !) 


Oft hare I ſaid. Awake! Exit! and ſtrive 


« For birth! nor think to Loiter is to live! 


As oft I overheard the Damon ſay, 


Who daily mee: the Loit'rer in his way! 


Tl meet the Youth at White's: The Youth replies 
PII meet thee there, and falls his Sacrifice; 

His Fortune ſquander'd leaves his Virtue bare 
To ev'ry Bribe, and blind to ev'ry Snare: 

Clogio for Bread his Indolence muſt quit, 

Or turn a Soldier, or commence a Wit. 

Such Heroes have we! all, but Life, they ſtake; 


How muſt Spain tremble, and the German ſhake? 


Such Writers have we! all, bat Senſe, they print: 


Ev'n George's Praiſe is dated from the Y. 


In 


NOW:;, 
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ole 


ke; 
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in arms contemptible, in arts profane, 


Such Swords, ſuch Pens, diſgrace a Monarch's reign. 


Reform your lives, before you thus aſpire, 


And ſteal (for you can fleal Caleſtial Fire. 


Oh the jaft Contraſt ! O the beauteous ſtrife ! 
Twixt their cool writings, and Pindoric life; 
They write with Phlegm, but then they live with Fire, 
They cheat the Lender, and their ors the Buyer. 


I reverence Misfortune, not deride, 


Ippity Poverty, but laugh at Pride. 


| For who ſo ſad, but muſt ſome Mirth confeſs 


At gay C:firnchis's ne defi? 
Tho” there's but o of the dull works he wrote, 
There's ten Editions of his old lac'd Coat. 


Tho' Lice's ſhoulders ſhrink in tatter'd Freeze, 
The man, at leaſt, is happy to the Knees ; 
He ſtands ere& on filken, ſcarlet legs, 
His Figure bullies, tho' his Fortune begs, 
But let from. Envy This the World ſecure, 
They wou'd not be fo rich, but that they're Poor. 
8 Such 


8 er 


Such ſerious men, whoſe buſineſs tis to write, 
BB Methinks ſhould only deal in black and white. 


Theſe, Nature's Commoners, who want a Home, | 


Clam the wide World for their majeſtick Dome: 


| | They make a private Study of the ftreet, 
| | And looking full on every man they meet, 


Run ſouſe againſt his chops ; who ſtands amaz d 


To find they did not ſee, but only gaz'd. 
How muſt theſe Bards be rapt into the Skies ? 


| | You need not read, you feel their Extaſies. 

| | Will they perſiſt? tis Madneſs ; Lintot run, 
= See them confin d“ O that's already done”. 
| i Moſt, as by Leaſes, by the Works they print, 


Have took, for life, poſſeſſion of the Mint. 


If foes to Learning, they'd be friends to you. 


| If you miſtake, and pity theſe poor Men, 
| E'/t Ulubris, they cry, and write again. 

| Such Wits their Nuiſance manfully expoſe, 
by And then pronounce Juſt Judges Learning's Foes; 
O  O frail conclufion! the Reverſe is true, 
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I Treat them, ye Judges! with an honeſt Scorn, 
| And weed the cockle from the generous corn : 
| There's true Good-nature in your Piſreſpect, 
Tome, F In juſtice to the Good, the Bad neglect. | 
ne: For Immortality if hardſhips plead, 


It is not theirs who write, but ours who read. 


i But Oh, what Wiſdom can convince a Fool, 
hut that tis Dulneſs to conceive him dull? 
Lis fad Experience takes the Cenſors Part, 


Conviction, not from Reaſon, but from smart. 


, | A Virgin-Author, recent from the Preſs, 
HH The Sheets vet wet, applauds his great Succels ; 
Surveys them, reads them, takes their Charms to bed, 
Thoſe in his Hand, and Glory in his Head. 
Tis Joy too great, a fever of Delight! 
His Heart beats thick, nor cloſe his Eyes all Night, 
But riſing the next morn to claſp his Fame, 


He finds, that without ſleeping he cou'd dream: 
So Sparks (they ſay) take Goddeſſes to bed, 
And find next Day the Devi) in their ſtead. 


B 2 In 


f YT 


In vain Advertiſements the Town o'er ſpread; | 
Their Epitaphs, and ſay the Work is dead. 
Who pre for Fame, but ſmall recruits will raiſe, 


"Tis Volunteers alone can give the Bays. 


A 1 Author viſits a Great Man, 


Of his immortal Work diſplays the Plan, 1 
And fays, Sir, I'm your Friend; all Fear diſmis, | 


« Your Glory, and my own, ſhall live by This; 


« Your Pow r is fixt, your F ame thro* Time convey'd, 


And Britain, Europe's Queen—if I am pay d. 


A Stateſman has his Anſwer in a Thrice ; 
« Sir, ſuch a Genius is beyond all Price, 
« What Man can pay for this ?*—Away he turns; 


His Work is folded, and his Boſom burns. 


His Patron he will patronize no more ; 
But ruſhes like a Tempeſt ovt of Door. 
Loſt is the Patriot, and extin& his Name! 
Out comes the Piece, another, and the ſame; 
For A, his magick Pen evokes an O, 5 
And turns the Tide of Europe on the Foe. 

He rams his Quill with Scandal and with Scofi, 
But tis ſo very foul, it won't go off: 


Dreadf 
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Dreadful his Thunders, while unprinted, roar, 


But when once publiſh'd, they are heard no more: 


Thus diſtant Bugbears fright, but nokrey draw, 
The Block's a Block, and turns to Mirth your Awe. 


Can theſe oblige, whoſe Heads and Hearts are ſuch ? 


No, every Party's tainted by their Touch, 
Infected Perſons fly each publick Place; 


And none, or Enemies alone, embrace. 


To the foul Fiend their very Paſſion's ſold, 
They love, and hate, extempore, for Gold. 


What Image of their Fury can we form ? 
Dulneſs and Rage, a Puddle in a Storm. 

Reſt they in Peace? if you are pleas'd to Dor, - 
To ſwell your Sails, like Lopland Winds, they fly : 


Write they with rage ? the Tempeſt quickly flags, 


A State Ulyſes tames em with his Bags; 
Let him be what he will, Turk, Pagon, Tew "is 
For Chriſtian Miniſters of State are few. 


Behind the Curtain lurks the Fountain Head 


That pours his Politicks thro' Pipes of Lead, 


Which far and near ejaculate, and ſpout 
O'er Tea and Coffee, Poyſon to the Rout. 
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But when they have beſpatter'd all they may, 


The Stateſman throws his filthy Squirts away! 


With golden forceps, theſe, Another takes, 


And State-Elixirs of the Wipers makes. 


The vicheſt Stateſman want where with to paß 
A ſervile Sycophant, if well they weigh 


Ho much it coſts the Wretch to be ſo baſe : 
Nor can the greateft Pow'r: enough d:/grace, 


Enou gh cho/ti/c, ſuch proftitute applauſe, 
If well they weigh, how much it ſtains their Cauſe 


But are our Writers ever in the Wrong? 


Does Virtue ne'er ſeduce the venal Tongue? 


ves; if well brib'd, for Virtue-ſelf they fight; 
Still in the wrong, iho' Champions for the Right: 
Who'ere their Crimes for Intereſt only quit, 


Sin on in Virtue, and good Deeds commit. 


Nought but Inconſtancy Britannia meets 


And broken Faith, in their abandon'd Sheets; | 


rom the fame Hand how various is the Page ? 


What civil War their Brother pamphlets wage ? | 
| Trad 


x — 
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Trats battle Tracts ſelf, contradictions glare ; 
Say 15 this Lunacy —1 with it were. 
If ſuch our Writers, ſtartled at the Sight, 


Felons may bleſs their Stars, they cannot write! 


Hou juſtly Proteus Tranſmigrations fit 
The monſtrous changes of a modern Wit? 


Now, ſuch a gentle /rcam of Eloquence 


As ſeldom riſes to the Verge of Senſe ; 


Now, by mad rage transform'd into a Flame, 
Which yet fit Engines well apply'd can tame; 
Now, on immodeſt Traſh the Serine Ob/cen- 
Invites the Town to ſup at Drury-Lane ; 

A dreadful Lyon, now, he roars at Pow'r, , 
Which ſends nim to his Brothers at the Tow'r ; 


He's, now, a Serpent, and his double Tongue 


Salutes, nay licks tae Feet of thoſe he ſtung. 
What Knot can bind him, his Evaſion ſuch ? 


One Knot he wel! deſerves, which might do much. 


The Flood, F lame, Swine, the Lyon, and the Snake, 
Thoſe fivefold Monſters, modern Authors make. 
The Snake reigns moſt ; Snakes, P/iny ſays, are bred, 


When the brain's periſh'd, in a human Head. 
8 Ye 
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Ve groveling. trodden, whipt, ſtript, t arncoat Thing, 


Made up of Venom, Volumes, Stains, and Sting} 
Throw from the Tree of Knowledge, like you, curt | 


To ſcribble in the Duſt, was Snake the Firſt. 
Crooked your Ways, entangled 15 your Pen, 
Ye Sport of School-boys! and ye Dread of Men! 
But tuo' Men fart, ſome filly Nymphs you pleaſe, 
Who think all Wits, who play the Fool with Eaſe; 


And now their Tea, their Toiiet now you deck, 


Glide in the Boſom, or curl round the Neck; 


A Dragon thus the fair O/;mpia preſt, | 
Charm'd with his Horte Pride, and brazen Creſt 


Wat, if the Figure ſhou'd in Fa@ prove true? 
It did in Ell. nah, why not in You ? 
Poor E/ken«h, all other Changes paſt, 


For bread, in Smithfield Dragons hiſt at laſt, 
Spit Streams of Fire, to make the Butchers gape, 


And found his Manners ſuited to his Shape : 


Such is the Fate of Talents miſapply'd, 


So liv'd your prototype, and ſo he dy d. 


The abandon'd Manners of our writing Train, 
May tempt Mankind to think Religion vain; 


But 
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Thing, | But in their Fate, their Habit, and their Mein, 

ings? That Gods there are, is eminently ſeen. 

, curſt | Heaven's ſlands abſoly'd by Vengeance on their Pen, 
| And marks the Murderers of Fame, from Men. 


en Thro' meagre Jaws they draw their venal Breath, 
caſe, As ghaſtly as their Brothers in Micheth. 

Eaſe; | Their Feet thro' faithleſs leather meet the Dirt, 

& | Andoftner chang'd their Principles than Shirt. 

Ys The tranſient Veſtments of theſe frugal Men 

Haſten to Paper for our Mirth again. 

weſt, © | T60 ſoon (O merry-melancholy F ate ') 

bs They beg in Rhime, and warble thro' a Grate : 


_yY | The Man lampoon'd forgets it at the Sight, 

The Friend thro” pity gives, the Foe throꝰ Spight; 
| And tho' full conſcious of his injur'd Purſe, 

Lintot relents, nor Cu can wiſh them worſe. 

ape, So fare the Men, who Writers dare commence | 
Without their Patent, Probity and Senſe. 

From rheſe, their Politicks our Puidnunc's ſeek, 
And Saturday's the Learning of the Week. | 
in, The/: labouring Wits, like Paviours, mend our Ways, 
Wich heavy, huge, repeated, flat Eſſays, 

C Ram 


Thanking a Villain for his Probiry, 
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Ram their coarſe nonſenſe down, tho' ne'er ſo dull, 
And hem, at every Thump upon your Skull. 
' The ftaunch-bred Writing-hounds begin the Cry, 


And honeſt Folly eccho's to the Lye. 
O how I laugh, when I a Blockhead ce, 


Who ſtretches out a moſt reſpectful Ear, 
With Snares for Woodcocks in his holy Leer. 
It tickles thro' my Soul, to hear the Cock's 
Sincere Encomium, on his Friend the Fox, 
Sole Patron of his Liberties, and Rights! 


While graceleſs Reynard liſtens — till he bites, | 


As when the Trumpet ſounds, th' o'er-loaded m 


Diſcharges all her Poor, and Prefſigate; 


Crimes of all Kinds diſhonour'd Weapons weil, 


And Priſon: pour their Filth into the Field; 
Thus Nature's Refuſe, and the Dregs of Men, 


Compoſe the b/ack Militia of the Pen. 


Nought can reftrain ſuch Ruffians from a Kn, 
And a dark Ally, but Regard for Life; 


| Nought but rank Cowardice ſecures our Throats, | 


From Bravo's at their Pens, and in their Votes. 


Such 


dal, 


led State 


such are our Teachers, Britain! go to School, 


| To ballance Europe, learn from Knave, and Fool. 
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From OX FORD. 


Here, where it moſt ſhould ſhine, the Muſes 
Seat ? 


Where, mortal or immortal as they pleaſe, 
The Learn'd may chuſe Eternity, or Eaſe ? 


Has not a * ROYAL PaTRON wilely ſtrove 


To wooe the Muſe in her Athenian Grove ? 


Added new ftrings to her harmonious Shell, 
And giv'n new Tongues to thoſe who ſpoke ſo well? 
Let theſe inſtruct, with Truth's illuſtrious Ray 


| Awake the World, and ſcare our Owls away: 


From Rome and Greece, ye genuine Sons of Fame, 
Draw Light, and pour on Us the noble Flame. 


Mean while, O Friend! indulge me if I give 
Some needful Precepts how to aurite and live 3 


* His late Majeſty's Benefaction for modern Lan- 
Luapes. 
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| Nay, who dare hne, if not in Virtue's Cauſe? © 


Serious ſhou'd be an Author's final Views ; 
Who write for pure Amuſement, ne'er amuſe. 


An Author ; tis a venerable Name 4 
How few deſerve it, and what Numbers claim? 
Unbleſt with Senſe, above their Peers refin d, 
Who ſhall ſtand up, Di#ators to Mankind? 


That ſole Proprietor of juſt Applauſe. 


Ye reſtleſs Men! who pant for letter'd praiſe, 
With whom would you conſult to gain the Bays!— 


With thoſe great Authors whoſe fam'd Works you rea? | 


"Tis well: Go then, conſult the laurel'd Shade. 
What anſwer will the laurel'd Shade return ? 
Hear it and tremble! he commands you burn - 
The nobleſt Works his envy'd Genius writ, 
That boaſt of nought more excellent than Wit. 
If this be true, as tis a Truth moſt dread, 
Woe to the Page that has not that to plead! 
Fontaine and Chaucer, dying, wiſht unwrote 
The ſpriglitlieſt Efforts of their wanton Thought : 
Sidney and Waller ; brighteſt Sons of Fame, 
Condemn'd the Charm of Ages to the Flame: 
And in one Point is all true Wiſdom caſt, 
To think that early, we muſt think at laſt. 
Immorta 
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Immortal Wits, ev'n dead, break Nature's laws, 
Injurious ſtill to Virtue's ſacred Cauſe, 


And their Guilt growing as their Bodies rot, 


(Reverſt Ambition!) pant to be for goe. 


Thus ends your courted Fame: Does Lucre then, 
The ſacred Jh of Gold, betray your Pen? 

In Proſe tis blameable, in Verſe tis worſe, 
Provokes the Muſe, extorts Apollo's Curſe ; 


| His ſacred Influence never ſhou'd be ſold, _ 


Tis arrant Simony to ſing for Gold : 
Tis Immortality ſhould fire your Mind; 


Scorn a leſs Paymaſter than all Mankind. 


If Bribes ye ſeek, know this, ye writing Tribe 
Who writes for Virtue has the largeſt Bribe : 


All's on the Party of the virtuous Man, 


The Good will ſurely ſerve him, if they can ; 
The Bad, when Intereſt or Ambition guide, 
And *tis at once their Intereſt, and their Pride. 
But ſhould both fail to take him to their Care, 
He boaſts a greater Friend, and both may ſpare. 


Renounce Corruption then, take Virtue's Part, 
"Twill fire the Head, and fortify the Heart, 
'Twill doubly warm you to eſpouſe the Right, 
And doubly warm'd, Men put forth double Might. 
| | Yet 
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vet more, believe a Truth to you ſevere, 5 
No mortal can write well, but who's /ncere : 
In all that charms or ſtrongly moves, the Heart 


Muſt aid the Head, and bear the greater Part. 


| Can they, tho' tongu'd as Angels ſweet, perſwade | 


The Soul to-day, who yeſterday betray'd? 
Wit in a Knave, my Brethren is no more 
Than Beauty, in a Rank, abandon'd hore. 


Letters to Man uncommon light diſpenſe, 
And what is Virtue, but ſuperior Senſe ? 


In Parts and Learning, you who place your Pride, 


Your Faults are Crimes, your Crimes are double-dy't 


What is a Scandal of the firſt Renown, 


But letter d Knaves, and Atheiſts in a Gown? 


''Tis harder far to pleaſe than give Offence ; 


The leaſt Miſconduct damn: the brighteſt Senſe ; 


Each ſhallow Pate that cannot read your Name, 


Can read your Life, and will be proud to blame. 


Flagitious Manners make Impreſſions deep 
On thoſe, that o'er a Page of Milton ſleep: 
Nor in their Dulneſs think to ſave your Shame, 


True, theſc are Fools, but wiſe Men ſay the ſame. 


Wits 


dy 
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SFISTLE WW 20 
Wits are a deſpicable Race of Men 
If they confine their Talents to the Pen; 
When the Man ſhocks us, while the Writer ſhines, 
Our Scorn in Life, our Envy in his Lines. 


Yet proud of Parts, with Prudence ſome diſpenſe, 
And play the Fool, becauſe tney' re Men of Senſe. 
What Inſtances bleed recent in each Thought, 


| Of Men to Ruin by their Genius brought ? 


Azainſt their wills what Numbers ruin ſhun, 


| Purely thro* want of Wit to be undone ? 
Nature has ſhewn by making it ſo rare, 


That Wit's a Jewel which we need not wear; 

Of plain ſound S-»/e Life's current Coin is made, 
With that we drive the moſt ſubſtantial Trade : 
Outlaw'd of Choice, all Fortune's Paths you quit ; 
Our Courts know no ſuch Creature as a Wit. 
Subſtance you ſlight, and Shadows you adore; 
Wits you may be, but Fools cou'd do no more. 


Prudence protects and guides us, Wit betrays. 


| A ſplendid ſource of Ill ten thouſand Ways; 


A certain Suare to Miſeries immenſe ; 
A gay Prerogative from common Senſe ; 
Unleis 


24 re. 


Unleſs firong Judgment that wild Thing can tame, 
And break, to Paths of Virtue and of Fame. 


But grant your Judgment equal to the Beſt, 
Senſe fills your Head and Genius fires your Breaſt; 
Yet ftill forbear : Your wit (conſider well) 

"Tis great to ſhew, but greater to conceal ; 
As it is great to ſeize the golden Prize 
Of Place or Power ; but greater to deſpiſe. 


If ſtil you languiſh for an Author's Name, 
Think private Merit leſs than publick Fame, 
And fancy, not to write is not to live; | 
Deſerve, and take, the great Prerogative. 

But ponder what it is; how dear 'twill coſt, 
To write one Page, which you may juſtly boaſt. 


Senſe may be Good, yet not deſerve the Preſs ; 
Who write, an awful Character profeſs ; 
The World as Pupil of their Wiſdom claim, 
And for their Stipend, an immortal Fame : 
Nothing but what is ſolid or refin'd, 
Shou'd dare ak publick Audience of Mankind. 


Severely 


. 
N 
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verely 


Severely weigh your Learning and your Wit; 


Keep down your Pride by what is nobly writ: 


No Writer fam'd in your own way paſs o'er 3 


| Much truſt Exainple, but Refle.aon more: 


More hac che Anrients writ, they more had taught, 


Which ſhews 1ome Work i: left for modern Thought, 


This wcig!:'d ; Perſection know, and known adore ; 
Toil, burn for that, bus de not aim at more: 
Above, benea: h it, pe juſt Limite HX; 


And zeziouſly prefer four Lines to fix. 


Write and re-write, blot out, and write again, 


And for its e ne'er applaud your Pen. 


Leave to the Jockeys that New-market Praiſe, 


Slow runs the Pegaſus that wins the Bays. 
Much time for Immortality to pay, 


Is jul and wiſe : For leſs is throw away. 


Time only can mature the labouring Brain; 


Tin is the Father, and the Midwife Pin - 
The ſame good Senſe that makes a Man excel, 
Still makes him doubt he ne'er has written well. 


Dowrright Impoſlibilities they ſeek, 


What Man can be immortal in a Week ? 
D Excuſg 


. WL 


Excuſe no fa//, tho' beautiful, "twill harm; 


One Fault ſhocks more than twenty Beauties charm, | 


Our Age demands Correctneſs; Aadiſon 

And n, this commendable Hurt have done, 
Now Writers find, as once Achilles found, 
The Whole is wuilal, if a Part's unſound. 


He that /trikes out, and ſtrikes not out the be, 
Pours Luſtre in, and digniſies the Reſt: 
Sive ere ſo little, if what's Right be there, 
We praiſe for what you burn, and what you /pare: 
Tu- Fart you burn, imel!s ſweet before the Shrine, 
All is as Incenſe to the Part Divine. 


Nor Heguent write, tho' you can do it well, 


Men may too /, tho' not too much excel. 


A few good Works gain Fame; more ſink their Price: 


Mankind are fickle, and hate paying twice : 

They granted you writ well, what cau they more, 
Unleſs you let them praiſe for giving o'er? | 

Pant you for Praiſe ? 'was theirs who now write ill, 
Had they but took the Pains of lying ſtill. 


Do &/4/y what you do, and let your Page 
Smile if it ſmiles, and if it rages, rage. 


So 


S0 
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80 faintly Lucius cenſures and commends, 


| That Lucins has no Foes except his Friends. 


Let Satire leſs engage you, than Applauſe ; 
It ſhews a generous Mind to wink at Flaws : 
Is Genius yours? be yours a glorious End, 
Be your K71g's, c T;1th's, Religion's Friend; 


| The publick Glory by your own beget ; 
| Run Nations, run Poſterity in Debt. 


But ſince the Fam'd alone make others live, 


Firſt have that Glory you preſume to give. 


If Satire charms, ſtrike Faults, but ſpare the Man, 


| 'Tis Dull to be as witty as you can. 


Satire recoils whenever charg d too high, 


Bound your own Fame the fatal Splinters fly. 


As the ſoft Plume gives Swiftneſs to the Dart, 
Good Breeding ſends the Satire to the Heart. 


Painters and Surgeons may the Structure ſcan, 
Genius and Morals be with you the Man: 
Defaults in thoſe alone ſhou'd give Offence ; 


Who ftrikes the Per/51, pleads his Innocence. 


My narrow-minded Satire can't extend 
To Codrus' Form, I'm not ſo much his Friend. 
D 2 Him- 
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Himſelf ſhou'd publiſh chat (che World agree) 
Before his Works. or iu the Pillory, 

Let hi be black, fair, tall, ſhort, thin or fat, 
Dirty or clean, i fad no Theme in that. 

Js tha. cad Humurr ? it has this Pretence, 
Tie peicher \ irtue, Breeding, Wit, or Senſe. 
Unleß you boati the Genius of a Sa, 


Beware of Hum, the dull Rogue's 44% Shift. 


Nor ſteal your Subjects from old Greece or Noam, 
Copy their 4:7, but find your Fauli at Home. 
It is groſs Flattery to ſeck them there; 
Each Age, all Climates a freſh Harveſt bear. 
Lah reigning Follies where al! Follies rage, 


And with ſound Morals conſecrate your Page. 


Can others write like you? your Taſk give o'er, 


'Tis printing what was publiſh'd long before. 
If nought peculiar thro' your Labours run, 
They're Duplicates, and twenty are but one. 


Think frequently, think cloſe, read Nature, turn 
Men's Merners o'er, and half your Volumes burn: 


Dare be your ſelves ; Originals are all ; 
Great ſach Attempts, nay glorious is their Fall. 


r YU © 


To nurſe with quick Reflection, be your Strife, 
Thoughts born from preſent Objects, warm from Life: 
When moſt unſonght, ſuch Inſpirations riſe, 
lighted by Fools, and cher iſh'd by the Wiſe : 

Expect peculiar Fame from theſe alone; 


Theſe make an Author, theſe are all your OWN. 


Life, like their Bibles, coolly Men turn o'er, 
Hence unexperienc'd Children of Threeſcore. 
True, all Men think of Courſe, as all Men dream; 
And if they ſlightly think, tis much the ſame. 


| Ne, 


Our 2afy Writers from this Fault proceed, 
A ſmooth, emaſculate, tun'd, Eunuch- breed: 
Britains are Grave, and Solid; and a Dance 


Far better may import, than Thoughts from Fronce. 


der, | Oferdo not Naivers ; tis apt to lull; 

| You know, *tis very natural to be dull. 

Write not like Gentlemen, with Eaſe exceeding ; 
Such eaſy writing is not eaſy reading. 


n To ſay things rare and cæcellent with eaſe, 


rn: Not trite and tafileſs, is the Way to pleaſe. 
In ffuent ſtile to pour #ncommon Senſe, 


Is the ſhort Whole of ſacred Eloguence. 
To | Think 


30 EPI . 
Think with the Few, the many are your own ; 
Think with the many and be heard by none. 


Nor be to preſent Time your View confin d, 
Nor for one Nation write, but for Mankind ; 
On late Poſterity your Thought let fall, 

And with ajuſt Ambition graſp the Ball; 
Thro' Scenes of future Being let it ſtray, 
For Truth ſhall ſhine, when Planets ſhall decay. 


Letters admit not of a half. renown, 
They give you zothing, or they give a Crow. 
No work e'er gain'd true Fame, or ever can, 
But what did Honour to the Name of Man. 


| Weighty the Sabjec, cogent the Diſcourſe. | 
Clear be the Stile, the very Sound of Force, 
Eaſy the Conduct, ſimple the Deſign, 
Striking the Moral, and the Soul Divine; 


Let Nature, Art; and judgment, Wit, exceed: 


O'er Learning, Reaſon reign; o'er that, your Creed] 
Thus Virtuc's Seeds at once, and Laurel a, grow ; 


Do thus, and riſe a P pe, or a D:/pron:. 


* 


in 


And when your Genius exquiſitely ſhines, 


Lire up to the full Luſtre of your Lines: 
parts but expoſe thoſe Men who Virtue quit, 


A fallen Angel is a fallen Wit; 
And they plead Lucifer's deteſted Cauſe, 


| Who for bare Talents challenge our Applauſe. 
| Would you reſtore juſt Honours to the Ten? 


From able Writers 1% to worthy Men. 


Who's this with Nonſenſe, Nonſenſe would re- 
| flrain ? | | 


| * Who's this, (they cry) ſo vainly Schools the Vain? 


Who damns our Traſh, with ſo much Traſh replete ? 


| * As three Ells round, huge C—xe rails at Meat? 


Shall I, with Bawius then, my Voice exalt, 
And challenge all Mankind to find one Fault 2 


| With huge emen overwhelm my Page, 


Ard darken Reaſon with dogmatick Rage ? 
As if, one tedious Volume writ in Rhyme, 
In Proſe a duller cou'd excuſe the Crime? 
Sure, next to writing, the moſt idle Thing 
ls gravely to harangue on what we ſing. 


=” 


At 
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At that Tribunal lands the writing Tribe, 
Which nothing can intimidate, or bribe, 
Time is the Judge; Time has nor Friend, nor Foe ; 
Falſe Fame mut wither, and the True will grow, 
Arm'd with this Truth, a!l Critics I defy ; 
For if I fall by my own Pea I die; 


While Snarlers ſtrive, with proud but fruitleſs pain, 


To wound Immortals, or to {cy the Slain. 


ore preſt with Danger, and in. awful Dread 
5 - 2 twenty Pamphlets leveil'd at my Head, 


Thus have I forg'd a Buckler in my Brain 
Of recent Form, to ſerve me this Campaign; 
And ſafely Hope to quit the dreadful Field 


Delug'd with ink, and Sleep behind my Shield; 
VUnleſs dire Codrus rouſes to the Fray 


In all his might, and damns me for a Day. 


As turns a Flock of Geeſe, and on the Green, 
Poke out their fooiiſh Necks in aukward Spleen, 


(Ridiculous in Rage!) to hi/s, not bite 
So war the Quills, when Sons of Dulnc/e write. 
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THE 


PREFACE. 


A Pindaric carries a formidable Sound; but there is no- 
2 thing formidable in the true Nature of it : Of which 
(with utmoſt Submiſſion ) I conceive the Critics have hitherto 
entertain d à falſe Idea. Pindar is as Natural as Anacreon, 
thi) not ſo Familiar. As a fixt Star is as much in the 
| Brunds of Nature, as a Flower of the Field, tho" Iefſs ob- 
ious, and of greater Diguity. This is not the receiv'd 
Nation of Pindar ; 1 ſhall therefore foon ſupport at large 
_ that Hint which is now given. _ : 

Trade 7s very Noble Subject in itſelf ; more proper 
than any for an Engliſhman ; and particularly ſeaſonable 
at this Juncture. | | | | 

We hawe more Specimens of good Writing in every Pro- 


| wince, than in the Sublime; our two famous Epic Poems 


exceptcd., I was willing to make an Attempt where I had 
feweft Revals, _ | 

Fon reading this Ode, any Man has a fuller Idea of the 
real Intereſt, or poſſible G!ory of his Country, than before; 
or a flronger impreſſion from it, or a warmer Concern for 
it, I give up to the Critic any farther Reputation. 

We have many Copies, and Tranſlations, that paſs for 
Originals. This Ode 1 humbly conceive is an Original, tho 
it profeſſes Imitation. No Man can be like Pindar, by imi- 
tating any of his particular Works ; any more than like Ra- 
phael, by copying the Chartoons. The Genius and Spirit of 
fuch great Men muſt be collected from the whole; and when 
thus ave are poſſeſs'd of it, wwe muſt exert its Energy in Sub- 
Jects and Deſigns of cur own. Nothing is ſo Unpindarical 

2 as 
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as following Pindar on the foot. Pindar's an Original, ax4 | 


he muſt be ſo too, who would be like Pindar in That ahi 
is his greatefl Praiſe. Nothing ſo unlike as a Cloſe Copy, 


and a Noble Original. 


As for Length, Pindar has an unbroken Ode of |, 
hundred Lines. Nothing is long or ſhort in Writing, but te. 


latively to the Demand of the Subject, and the Manner ef 
treating it. A Diſtick may be long, and a Folio ſhon, 


However, I have broken this Ode into Strains, each if 


evhich may be conſider d as a ſeparate Ode if you phaſe, | 
And if the Variety and Fulneſs of Matter be confeder'd, ] 
am rather apprehenſive of Danger from Brewity in th; | 


Ode, than from Length. But lank Writing is what ] 


think ought moſt to be declin d, if for nothing elſe, for ur 


Plenty of it. 
Pindaric is the moſt ſpirited Kind of Ode; This I paul 
at my own wery great Peril: But Truth has an eternal 


Title to our Conf? ſſion, tho aue are ſure to ſuffer by it. 


The Ode is the moſt ſpirited Kind of Poetry, and th 


The 


* T HE Propoſition. 


The CONTENTS. 


The ODE conſiſts of a Prelude; Five 


Strains; A Moral, A Cloſe, and Chorus. 


. 
An Addreſs to the Veſſel that 
brought over the King. Who ſhould Sing on this 
Occaſion. A Pindarict Boaſt. | 
| ST RAIN the Firſt. . 
How the King attended. A Proſpþe# of Happineſs. In- 


'  dufiry. A ſurpriſing Inſtance of it in old Rome. The miſ- 


chief of Slotb What Happineſs is. Sloth its greateſt Enemy. 
Trade natural to Britain. Trade invok' d. Deſcrib'd. What 
the greateſt Human Excellence. The Praiſe of Wealth. 


us Le. Abuſe, End. The Variety of Nature, The final 
moral Cauſe of it. The Benefit of Man's Necefities. Bri- 


tain's naval Stores. She makes a// Nature ſerviceable to 

her Ends. Of Reaſon. Its Excellence. How we ſhould 

form our Eftimate of Things. Reaſon's difficult Taſk. 

Why the firſt Glory Hers. Her Ef«&s in old Britain. 
ST RAIN the Second. 

Arts from Commerce. Why Britons ſhould purſue it. 
What Wealth includes. An H:ftorical Digreſſion which kind 
is moſt frequent in Pindar. The Wealth and wonderful 
Glory of Tyre. The Approach of her Ruin. The Cauſe 
of it. Her Crimes through all Ranks, and Orders. Her 
miſerable Fall. The neighbouring Kings juſt Reffection on 
it. An awful Image of the Divine Power and Vengeance. 
From avbat Tyre fell, and how deep her Calamity. 

| ST RAIN the Third. eg 

An Inference from this Hiſtory. Advice to Britain. 
More proper to her than oer Nations. How far the Stroke 
of Tyr ann; reaches. I hat ſupports our Endeavours. The 
uncon fide r d Benefits of Liberty. Briton's obligation to pur- 
ſue Trade, My above half the Globe is Sea. Britain's 
Grandeur from her Situation. The Winds, the Seas, the 
Cenſlellaticus, deſcrib'd. Sir [zac Newton's praiſe. Britain 
ompar d with ether States. The Lexiathan deſerib'd. Bri- 
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De CONTENTS. 


tain's Site, and ancient Title to the Seas. Who rivals Her 


Of Venice. Holland. Some deſpiſe Trade as mean. Cenſur i 
for it. Trades Glory. The late Czar. Solomon. A ſurpriz. 


ing Inſtance of Magnificence. The Merchant's Dignih. 


_ Compar'd with Men of Letters. 


STRAIN the Fourth. > 
Pindar invok'd. His praiſe. Britain ſhould decline War, 
but boldly aſſert her Trade. Encourag'd from the Throne: 


Britain's condition without Trade. Trade's Character, 


and ſurpriſing Deeds. Carthage. Solomon's Temple. St. 


Paul's Church. The Miſer's Character. The wonderful 
Effects of Trade. hy Religion recommended to the Mer. 


chant. What, falſe Joy. What, True. What Religion is to 
the Merchant. Why Trade more glorious in Britons, than 
Others. How warmly, and how long to be purſu'd by Us. 


The Briton's Legacy. Columbus. His praiſe. America de- 
ſcrib'd. Worlds ftill an4nown. Queen Elizabeth, King 
_ George the Second. His Glory nawally repreſented. 


ST RAIN the Fifth. 

What is the Bound of Britain's power. Beyond That 
of the moſt fam'd in Hiſtory. The Sign Lyra. What the 
Conſtellations are. Argo. The Whale. The Dolphin. Er: 
danus. The Lyon. Libra. Virgo. Berenice. The Britiſh La- 
dies cenſur d. The Moon. II bat the Sea is. Apoſtropbe to 
the Emperor. The Spaniſb Armada. How Britain ſhould 
ſpeak her Reſentment. What gives Power. What Natives 
do in War. The Tartar. Mogul. Africa. China. Wh 


Maſter of the World. ¶ hat the Hiſtory of the World is. 


The Genealogy of Glory. Miſtakes about it. Peace the Mer- 


chant's Harveſt. Ships of Divine Origin. Merchants Am- 
baſſadors. The Briton's Voyage. Praiſe the Food of Glo- 


Ty. Britain's Record. 
The MO RAI. 
The moſt Happy ſhould be the moſt Virtuous. Of Eter- 


nity. What Britain's Arts ſhould be I Hence Slavery. 


| 0E. 
This Subject now firſt Sung. How: Sung. Preferable to 
Pincar's Subjects. How Britain ſhould be Sung by Al.. 
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The PR E L U D E. 
I. 


| F AST by the Surge my limbs are ſpread ; 


The naval Oak nods o'er my head ; 


| The Winds are loud; the Waves tumultuous row! : 


Ye Winds! indulge your Rage no more; 
Ye ſounding Billows! ceaſe to roar ; 


| The God deſcends ; and Tranſports warm my Soul. 


A 4 II. The 


[8] 
IT. 
The Waves are huſht ; the Winds are ſpent !— 
This Kingdom, from the Kingdom's rent, 
I celebrate in Song. Fam'd Iſle! no leſs, 
By Nature's favour, from Mankind, 
Than by the foaming Sea, disjoyn d; 


Alone in Bliſs! an Ie, in Happineſs ! 


III. 


Tho' Fate, and Time have damp'd my Strains, 
Tho' Vouth no longer fires my Veins, 

'Tho' flow their Streams in this cold Climate r. run; 
The Royal eye diſpels my Cares, 
Recalls che warmth of Blooming years, 


Returning George ſupplies the diſtant Sun. 


IV. 
Away my Soul ! ſalute the * Pine, 
That glads the Heart of Caroline, 


It's grand Depoſit faithful to reſtore ; 


Salute the Bark that ne'er ſhall hold 
So rich a freight in Gems, or Gold, 
And loaded from both Indies would be Poor. 


— 


be Veſſel that brought over the King. 


V. My | 


Bid Her a Britiſb Conſtellation riſe 


l am her Pilot, and Her Port the Sies! 


Who ſhackle Proſe, and boaſt of abſent Gods ; 
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My Soul ! to Thee, She ſpreads her Sails; 
Their Boſoms fill with ſacred Gales ; 

With Inſpiration from the Godhead warm ; 
Now bound for an eternal clime, 
O ſend her down the Tide of Time, 

Snatch'd from Oblivion, and ſecure from Storm. 


VI. 


Or teach 2his Flag, like that to ſoar, 
Which Gods, of old, and Heroes bore ; 


The Sea She ſeorns ; and, mow, ſhall bound 
On lofty Billows of ſweet Sound, 


VII. 


Dare You to ſing, Ye tinkling Train ? 
Silence ye Wretched ! Ye Prophane ! 


Who murder Thought, and Numbers maim, 


Who write Pindaricks cold, and lame, 


And labour ſtiff Anacreontic Odes. 


VIII. 


101 


VIII. 


Ye Lazvful Sons of Genius riſe ! 
Of genuine title to the Skies; 


Ye Feunts of Learning! and ye Mints of Fame! 


You, who file off the mortal part 
Of glowing Thought, with Aztic Art, 
And drink pure Song from Cham's, or Js Stream. 


IX. 


I glow, I burn! the Numbers pure, 
High-ſlavour'd, delicate, mature, 
Spontaneous ſtream from my unlabour'd Breaſt ; 

As, when full-ripen'd teems the Vine, 
The generous burſts of willing Wine 
Diſtil Nectareous from the Grape unpref. 


22 — 22 . —— 


STRAIN the Fir 


Our Monarch comes ! mor comes alone ! 

What ſhining Forms ſurround his Throne, 
O Sun! as Planets Thee ? To my loud Strain 

See Peace, by I iſaom led, advance; 

The Grace, the Muſe, the Scaſon dance; 


And Plenty ſpreads behind her flowing train ! 


II. 


PE 
2 IT. 
Our Monarch comes ! nor comes alone ! 
Newv Glories kindle round his Throne, 


The Viſions riſe ! I triumph as I gaze: 
By Pindar led, I turn'd of late, 


Te Volume dark, the Folds of Fate; 


And, now, am preſent to the future Blaze. 
II. 
By George and Jove it is decreed, 
The mighty Months in pomp proceed, 
Fair Daughters of the Sun! — O Thou Divine, 
Bleſt Indiſery! a ſmiling Earth 
From Thee alone derives its birth: | 
By Thee the Ploughſhare, and its Maſter, ſhine. 


IV. 
From Thee, Maſt, Cable, Anchor, Oar, 


From Thee the Cannon, and his roar; 
On Oaks nurſt, rear'd by Thee, Wealth, Empire grows; 
O golden Fruit! Oat well might prove 
The ſacred tree, the tree of Jove; 
All Jove can give, the naval Oak beſtows. 


. | V, 


18 
V. 


W hat can not Iuuuſtry compleat? 


* When Punic War firſt flam'd, the Great, 


Bold, Active, Ardent, Roman Fathers meet: 
«© Fell all your Groves a Flamen crys; 
As ſoon They fall; as ſoon they riſe ; 
One Moon, a Foreft, and the next, a Flect. 


e VI. 
| Ts Sheth Indulgence ? 'tis a Toil ; 


Enervates Man, and damns the Soil ; 
Defeats Creation, plunges in Diſtreſs, 
Cankers our Being, All devours ; 


A full Exertion of our Powers ! 


Thence, and thence only, glows our Happineſs. 


VII. 


The Stream may ſtagnate, yet be clear, 
The Sun ſuſpend his ſwift Career, 
Yet healthy Nature feel her wonted Force ; 
Ere Man, his active Springs reſign'd, 
Can ruſt in Body, and in Mind, 


Yet taſte of Bliſs, of which he choaks the Source. 


1 


2 


L. Florus. 
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VIII. 


Where, Induſtry! thy Daughter fair ? 
Recal her to her native air; 

Here, w was Trade born, here bred, here flouriſht as, - 
And ever ſhall ſhe flouriſh Here : 
What tho' ſhe languiſht ? twas but fear, 

She's ſound of Heart, her Conſtitution ſtrong. 


On 


IX. 
Wake, ſting her up. Trade ! lean no more 
On thy fixt Anchor, puſh from Shore, 
Earth lies before thee, every Climate court. 
And, fee, ſhe's rous'd, abſolv'd from Fears, 
Her brow, in cloudleſs azure, rears, 
Spreads all her Sail, and opens every Port. 


x. 


See, cheriſht by her Siſter, Peace, 

She levies Gain on every Place, 
Relivion, Habit, Cuſtom, Tongue, and Name ! 
Again, ſhe travels with the Sun, 

Again, ſhe draws a Golden Zone 


Round Earth and Main ; weighs Zone of Wealth and Fame! 
XI. Ten 
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Ten thouſand active Hands, that hung 
In ſhameful Sloth with Nerves unſtrung, 
The Nations languid Load, defie the Storms, 
The Sheets unfurl, and Anchors weigh, 
The long-moor'd Veſſel wing to Sea, 
Worlds, Worlds ſalute, and peopled Ocean ſwarms. 


XII. 


His Sons, Po, Ganges, Danube, Nile, 
Their Seidgy foreheads lift, and ſmile 
Their Urns inverted prodigally pour 
Streams, charg'd with Wealth, and vow to buy 
Britannia for their great Ally, 


With Climes paid down ; what can the Gods do more? 


XITI. --- 


Cold Ruſſia coſtly Furs, from far, 
Hot China ſends her painted Jar, 
France generous Wines to crown it, Arab ſweet, 
With gales of incenſe {wells our Sails, 
Nor di ant Ind our Merchant fails, 
Eer richel: Ore the Ballaſt of our Fleet. 


XIV. Lux 
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XIV. 


Luxuriant Iſle ! What Tide that flows, 
Or Stream that glides, or Wind that blows, 

Or genial Sun that ſhines, or Show'r that pours, 
But flows, glides, breaths, ſhines, pours for thee ? 
How every Heart dilates to ſee 

Each Land's each Seaſon blending on thy Shores ? 


XV. 
All theſe one Britiſb Harveſt make 
The Servant Ocean for thy ſake, 


Both ſinks, and ſwells : His Arms thy Boſom wrap, 
And fondly give, in boundleſs Dow's 


| To mighty George's growing Pow'r, 
re? The wafted World into thy loaded Lap. 


Commerce brings Riches, Riches crown 
Fair Virtue with the firſt Renown : 
A large Revenue, and a large Expence, 
When Hearts for others Welfare glow, 
And Spend as free as Gods beſtow, 
Gives the full Bloom to mortal Excellence. 
Luxe. | XVII. Ghw 
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XVII. 


Glow then my Breaſt ! abornd my Store! 
This, and this boldly I implore, 
Their Y'ant, and Apathy let Stoicks boaſt : 
Paſſions and Riches, Good, or Ill, 
As us'd by man, demand our Skill ; 


All Bleflings wound us, when Diſcretion's loſt, 


XVIII. 


Weelth, in the Virtuous, and the Wiſe, 
Tis Vice and Folly to deſpiſe : 


Let Thoſe in praiſe of Poverty refine, 


Whoſe Heads, or Hearts pervert its uſe, 
The Narroau- Soul d, or the Profuſe, = 


The truly great find Morals in the Mine; 


XIX. 
Happy the Man ! who large of Heart, 
Has learnt the rare, illuſtrious Are 
Of being rich: Stores flarwe us, or they coy, 
From Gold, if more than Chymic ſkill, 
Extract not what is brighter ſtill : 
"Tis hard to gain, much harder to enjoy. 


XX. Plenty: 
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XX. 


Plenty's a Means, and Joy her End: 
Exalted Minds their Joys extend, 
| A Chandos ſhines, when others Joys are done: 
As lofty Turrets, by their Height, 
When humbler Scenes reſign their Light, 


Retain the Rays of the declining Sun. 
XXI. 
5 pregnant with Bleſſings Britain! ſwear 
No Sordid Son of thine ſhall dare 
| Offend the Donor of thy Wealth, and Peace; 


| Who n6w, his whole Creation drains 


To pour into thy tumid Veins 


| That Blood of Nations! Commerce and Increaſe. 
XXII. 


How warious Nature ! turgid Grain, 

Here nodding floats the Golden Plain; 

| There, Worms weave filken Webs, Here glowing Vines 
Lay forth their Purple to the Sun, 

Beneath the Soil, There Harveſts run, 

| And Kings Revenues ripen in the Mines, 


3 B XXIIL. What's 
enty 4 | 
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XXIII 


What's warious Nature ? Art Divine 
Man's Soul to ſoften, and refine ; 


Heaven different Growths to different Lands imparts, 


That all may ſtand in need of All, 
And Intereſt draw around the Ball, 


A Net to catch, and join all human Hearts. 


XXIV. 


Thus has the great Creator's Pen 
. His Law Supream, to mortal Men, 


In their Neceſſities diſtinctly writ; 


Even Appetite ſupplies the Place 
Of abſent Virtue, abſent Grace, 
And human Want performs for human Wit. 
| XXV * 
Vaſt Naval Enſigns ſtrow'd around 
The wondring Foreigner confound ! 


How ſtands the deep-aw'd Continent aghaſt, 
As her proud Scepter'd Sons ſurvey, 


At every Port, on every Key, 
Huge mountains riſe, of Cabel, Anchor, Mait ? 
XXV1. The 


An 


The 
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XXVI. 


| The unweildy Tun! the Ponderous Bale! 
Fach Prince his own Clime ſet to Sale 
Sees Here, by Subjects of a Britiſb King: 


How Earth's abridg'd ? All Nations range 
A narrow Spot ! our throng'd E xchange, 
And ſend the Streams of plenty from their Spring. 
„„ 
Nor Earth alone, all Nature bends 
In aid to Britain's glorious Ends : 
Toils ſhe in Trade ? or bleeds in honeſt Wars ? 
Her Keel each yielding Sea enthrals, 
Each willing Vind her Canvas calls, 
Her Pilot into Service liſts the Stars. 
e 


In Size confin'd, and humbly made, 
What tho' we creep beneath the Shade, 
And ſeem as Emmets on this Point, the Ball? 
Heaven lighted up the Human Soul, 
Heaven bids its Rays tranſpierce the Whole, 
And giving Godlike Reaſon, gave us All. | 
B 2 | XXIX. Thou 
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xXIx. 
Thou Golden Chain twixt God and Men, 
Bleſt Reaſon ! guide my Life, and Pen; 


All Ills, like Ghoſts, fly trembling at thy Light : 


Who thee obeys, reigns over All ; 
Smiles, tho? the Stars around him fall; 
A God is nought but Reaſon Infinite. 
xxx. 
The Man of Reaſon is a God, 
Who ſcorns to ſtoop to Fortune's Nod; 


Sole Agent he beneath the ſhining Sphere, 


Others are Paſſiwe, are impell'd, 
Are frighten d, flatter'd, ſunk, or Swell d, 


As Accident, is pleas'd to Domineer. 


Our Hopes, and Fears are much to blame ; 
Shall Monarchs awe ? Or Crowns in ame? 

From Groſs miſtake our idle Tumult ſprings ; 
Thoſe Men the filly World diſarm, | 
Elude the Dart, diſſolve the Charm 


Who know the lender worth of Men, and Things. 
XXXII. 


al 


Wh: 


To 
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XXXII. 
The preſent Object, preſent Day, 
Are idle Phantoms, and away; 

What's /a/ting only does exiſt. Know This, 
Life, F ame, Friends, Freedom, Empire, All, 
Peace, Commerce, Freedom, nobly fall 

To launch us on the Flood of endleſs Bliſs. 


XXXIII. 


How Foreign Theſe, tho' a in view ? 


Go, look your whole Exiftence thro! ; 
Thence, form your Rule ; Thence fix your Eſtimate, 
For ſo the Gods : but as the Gains, 
How Great the Toil ? "Twill coſt more Pains, 
To vanquiſh Fo/ly, than reduce a State. | 
XXXIV. 
Hence Reaſon ! the firſt palm is thine, 
Old Britain learnt from Thee to ſhine. 
By T hee, Trades ſwarming Throng, gay Freedom's Smile, 
Armies, in War, of fatal frown, 
Of Peace the Pride, Arts flowing Gown, 


Enrich, Exalt, Defend, Inſtruct our Iſle. 


B 3 STRAIN 
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S7 RAIN the Second: 


CoMMERCE gives Arts, as well as Gain; 
By Commerce wafted o'er the main, 
They barbarous Climes enlighten as they run; 
Arts, the rich Traffick of the Soul! 
May travel, thus, from Pole to Pole, 
And gild the World, with Learning's brighter Sun, 


; 


Commerce gives Learning, Virtue, Gold ! 
Ply Commerce, then, ye Britons bold, 

Inur'd to Winds and Seas! Leſt Gods repent : 
The Gods that Thron'd you in the Wave, 
And, as the Trident's Emblem, gave 

A triple-Realm, that awes the Continent : 


III. 


And awes with Wealth; for Wealth is Pow'r: 
When Jove deſcends a golden Show'r, 
"Tis Navy's, Armies, Empire, All, in One.. 
View, emulate, outſhine Old Tyre ; 
In ſcarlet Rob'd, with Gems on fire, 
Her Merchants, Princes ! Every Deck, a Throne ! 


IV. Se 
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IV. 
She ſat an Empreſs! aw'd the Flood! 
Her fable Column Ocean trod; 
| She call'd the Nations, and ſhe call'd the Seas, 


By Both obey'd : The Syrian Sings; 
The Cyprian's Art her Viol Strings; 


n.  Teigarmagh's Steed along her Valley neighs. 
IM 
The Fir of Senir makes her Floor, 

And Baſban's Oak transform'd, her Oar ; 

| High Lebanon her Maſt : Far Dedan warms 

Her mantled Hoſt; Arabia feeds; 

Her Sail of Purple Egypt ſpreads ; 
Aroad ſends Mariners; the Perſian, Arms. 
VL 
The World's laſt limit bounds her Fame ; 
The Golden City was her Name! : 

Thoſe Stars on Earth, the Topaz, Onyx blaze : 
Beneath her Foot : Extent of Coaft, 
And rich as Nile's, let Others boaſt ; 

Hers the far Nobler Harvęſt of the Seas, — 

v. She | 1 „ 


IL 24] 


VII. 

O Merchant Land! as Eden fair! 

Antient of Empires! Nature's Care! 15 
The Strength of Ocean! Head of Plenty's Springs! 

The Pride of es In War: rever'd ! 

Mother of Crafts] Lov'd ! Courted ! Fear'd! 
Pilot of Kingdoms ! and Support of Kings! 

VIII. 
Great Mart of Nations ! — But the fell! 


| Her pamper'd Sons revolt! rebel! 


Againſt his favourite Iſle loud roars the Main / 
The Tempeſt howls ! Her ſculptur'd Dome 
Soon, the Welf's Refuge; Dragon's Home 

The Land, One Altar ! A whole People, ain! 


The deſtin'd Day puts on her frown ; 
The ſable Hour is coming down; 


She's on her march from yon Almighty throne : 


The Sword, and Storm are in her hand; 
She trumpets ſhrill her dread Command: 
Dark be the Light of Earth! the Boaſt, unknown ! 
| X, For 


For 
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1 
For Oh! Her Sins as red as Blood, 
As Crimſon deep, outcry the Flood ; 

The Queen of Trade is bought ! Once, Wiſe, and Juſt, 
Now, venal js her Councils tongue: 
How Riot, Violence, and Wrong, 

Turn Gold to Dreſs, her Bloſſom into Duſt ? 

XI. 


To Things inglorious, far beneath 
Thoſe highborn Souls they proudly breath, 


Her ſordid Noble finks! her Mighty, bow! 


Is it for This, the Groves around 
Return the Tabret's ſprightly Sound? 


- bit for This, her Great Ones tols the Brow? 


XII. 
| What burning Feuds twixt Brothers reign ? 
To Nuptials cold, how glows the Vein 
Confounding Kindred, and miſleading Right ? 
The ſpurious lord it o'er the Land! 
Bold Blaſphemy dares make a Stand, 
Aſſault the Sky, and brandiſh 4/7 her Might: 


XIII, Tyre's 
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XIII. 


Tyre's Artizan, ſweet Orator, 
Her Merchant, Sage, big Man of War, 
Her Judge, her Prophct, nay her Hoary heads, 
| Whoſe brows with W/m ſhould be crown'd 
Her very Prioſis in guilt abound : | 
Hence, the World's Cedar all her Honours ſheds. 
XIV. 
What Death of Tru!b ! What thirſt of Gold? 
Chiefs warm in Peace, in Battel, cold? 
What Youth unletter'd ? Baſe Ones lifted high ? 
| What publick Boaſts ? what private Views ? 
What 4;/ert Temples ? crowded Stews ? 


What Women? — practis d but to rowl an Eye! 


XV. 


O! foul of Hort her Bind Dares 
Decline the Sun's intruding beams, 


To mad the midnight in their gloomy Haunts ; 


Alas! There is, who ſees them There ; 
I There is, who flatters not the Fair, 
When Cymbals tinkle, and the Virgin chaunts. 


xvI 
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XVI. 


| HE ſees, and Thunders!— Now, in vain ! 
The Courſer paws, and foams the rein; 
And Chariots ſtream along the printed Soil : 
In vain ! Her high, preſumptuous Air 
In gorgeous Veſtments rich, and rare, | 
O'er her proud Shoulder throws the Poor man's Toil. 
XVII. 
In Robes or Gems, her coſtl y Stain 
Green, Scarlet, Azure, ſhine in vain! 
In vain! their golden heads her Turrets rear ; 
In vain ! high flavour'd, foreign Fruits 
Sydonian Oils, and Lyaian Lutes, 
| Glide o'er her Tongue, and melt upon her Ear. 
| . ei. 
In vain! Wines flow in various Streams, 
With Helm, and Spear each Pillar gleams; 
Damaſcus, vain ! unfolds the gloſſy Store; 
The Golden wedge from Ophir's coaſts, 
From Arab Incenſe vain, ſhe boaſts, 
Vain are her Gods, and vainly Men adore. 


xvr 


XIX, Bull 
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ur... 
Bel! falls! The mighty Nebo bends ! 
The Nations hifs ! Her Glory ends! 
To Ships, her Confidence! She flys from Foes; 
| Foes meet Her there : The Wind, the Wave, 
That once Aid, Strength, and Grandeur gave, 


Plunge her in Seas, from which her Glory roſe. 


* 

Her Ivory deck, embroider'd ſail, | 

And maſt of Cedar nought avail, 

Or Pilot learn d! She ſinks, nor finks alone, 
Her Gods fink with her ! to the Sky, 
Which never more ſhall meet her eye, 

She ſends her Soul out in one dreadful Groan. 

XXI. 

What tho' ſo vaſt her Naval might, 

In Her firſt dawn'd the Britiſb Right ? 
*All Flags abas'a, her Sea-Dominion greet : 
What tho' ſhe longer warr'd than Troy ? 

At length her Foes that e deſtroy 
Whoſe Conqueſt ſail'd, as far as ſail'd her Fleet. 


———ů— — 


* Q. Curtius. 


XXII. The 
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XXII. 


| The Kings he cloath'd in Purple, ſhake 
Their awful brows: © O foul Miſtake ! 
« O fatal Pride! (they cry) This, this is ſhe, 
« Who ſaid.— With my own Art, and Arm, 
En the World's Wealth I wrap me Warm“ 
And ſwell'd at Heart, vain Empreſs of the Sea! 


XXIII. 
« This, this is ſhe, who meanly ſoar d: 
« Alas! how low, to be ador'd, . 
And ſtile herſelf a God ? — Thro' ſtormy Wars 
This Eag/e-1/e her Thunder bore, 
6 High- fed her young with human Gore; 
And would have built her Neſt among the Stars. 


— 


ec 


* 


TE. , . 

« But ah, frail Man! How impotent 
Jo ſtand Heaven's Vengeance, or prevent ? 
o turm aſide the great Creator's aim? 
« Shall J/and Kings with him contend, 
« Who makes the Poles beneath him bend ? 
And ſhall drink up the Sea herſelf with Flame? 


XXV. © Farth, 


oc 


And marches out to ſcourge the World below. 
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XXV. 


« Earth, Ether, Empyreum bow, 
« When from the brazen Mountain's brow 


The God of Battles takes his mighty Bow : 


« Of Wrath prepares to pour the Flood, 
« Puts on his Veſture dipt in Blood, 


XXVI. 


« Ah! wretched e, once call'd the Great“ 
« Ah! wretched Je, and wiſe too late! 


The Vengeance of Jehova is gone out: 


Thy Luxury, Corruption, Pride, 

« And Freedom loſt, the Realms deride, 

Ador'd thee landing, o'er thy ruins ſhout. 
XX VII. 

e To ſcourge with Var, or Peace beftow, 

Vas thine, O Fallen! Fallen low! 


'Twas thine, of jarring Thrones to ſtill Debates : 
How art thou fallen, down, down, down? 

« Wide Wafte, and Night, and Horror frown, 
Where Empire flam'd in Gold, and ballanc d States. 


STRAIN 
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STRAIN the Third, 


Hexce learn, as Hearts are foul, or pure, 
Our Fortunes wither, or endure: 

Nations may thrive, or periſh by the Wave. 
What Storms from Fowe's unwilling frown, 
A People's Crimes ſo/licit down? 

Occon's the womb of Riches, and the grawe. 


IL 
This Truth, O Britain! ponder well; 

[irtucs ſhould riſe, as Fortunes ſwell : 

What is large Property: The Sign of Good, 
Of worth ſuperior, If "tis Jeſs, | 
Anather"s Treaſure we poſleſs, 

And charge the Gods with favours misbeflow'd. 


- 


III. 
This Council ſuits Britannia's Iſle 
High-fluſht with Wealth, and Freedom's Smile: 
To Vaſſals priſon'd in the Continent, 
Who ſtarve, at home, on meagre Toil, 
and ſuck to death their mother ſoil, 
tes. Twere uſeleſs Caution, and a Truth miſ-ſpent. 
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Fell Tyrant ſtrike beyond the Bone, 


Brit 
And wound the Soul ; bow Genius down, Not 
Lay Virtue waſte ! For Worth, or Arts who ſtrain, Three 
T o throw them at a Monſter's foot? "thin 
Tis Property ſupports Purſuit : 5 For 
Freedom gives Eloquence; and Freedom, Gain. Aud, 

| WE - 
She pours the Thought, and forms the Style, | Brit 
She makes the blood and ſpirits bol; | of 
I feel her zow and rouſe, and riſe, and rave | ns 6 
| In Theban Song: O Muſe ! not Thine, te 
| Verſe is gay Freedom's gift divine: of, 
The Man that can think greatly, is no Slave. Her E 

VI. | 


Others may traffick if they pleaſe ; 
Britain, fair Daughter of the Seas, 


Is born for Trade ; to plough her Field, the Wave ; Ra 
And reap the Growth of every Coaſt ; * 

A Speck of Land! but let her boaſt, 
Gods gave the World, when they the Water, gave. . 


VII. Britain ! 
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VII. 


| Britain ! behold the World's wide face; 
Not cover'd half with /e/id ſpace, 
Three parts are Fluid ; Empire of the Sea! 
And why ? for Commerce. Ocean fireams 
For that, thro all his various names: 95 
And, if for Commerce, Ocean flows fro thee. 


VII. 


| Britain, like ſome great Potentate | 


Of Eaftern Clime, retires in State, 
| Shuts out the Nations! Would a Prince draw nigh ? 
He paſſes her ſtrong Guards, the Waves, 
Of ſervant Winds admiſſion craves, 
Her Empire has no Neighbour but the Sky. 
IX. 


There are ber Friends ; ſoft Zephyr there, 
Keen Eurus, Notus never fair, 
Rouph Boreas burſting from the Pole: All urge, 
And urge, for her, their various Toil, 
The Caſpian, the broad Baltick boil, 
| And into life the dead Pacific ſcourge. 
E X. There 
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X. 

There are her Friends, a marſhal'd Train : 

A golden Hoſt! an azure Plain! 
By turns do duty, and by turns retreat: 

They may retreat, but not from her; 

The Star that quits s Hemiſphere 
Muſt quit the Skies, to want a Britif Fleet. 
XI. 


Hyad, for her,. leans o'er her Urn; 
For her, Orion's glories Burn, 


The Pleiad gleam. For Britons ſet, and riſe 


The fair fac'd Sons of Mazareth, 
Near the deep chambers of the South, 
The raging Dog that fires the midnight Skies. 
XII. 
Theſe Nations Newton made his own; 
All Jutimate with him alone. 
His mighty Soul did, like a Giant, run 
To the vaſt Volume's c/o/ing Star; 
Decypher'd every Character : 
His Reaſon pour'd new Light upon the Sun. 


XIIIL Let | 
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XIII. 
Let the proud Brothers of the Lead, 
Smile at our Rock, and barren Strand, 
Not /uch the Sea: Let Fohe's ancient Line 
Vaſt Tracts, and ample Beings vaunt ; 
The Camel /ow, ſmall Elephant; 
O Britain! the Leviathan is thine. | 
XIV. 
Leviathan! whom Nature's Strife 
Brought forth, her largeſt piece of Life ; 
He. ſeeps an Ifle ! his ſports the Billow warm * 
Dreadful Leviathan! thy Spout 


Invades the Skies; the Stars are out : 
He drinks a River, and ejects a Storm. 


XV. 


The Atlantick Surge around our Shore 

| German, and Caledonian roar; 

| Their mighty Genii hold us in their Lap — _ 
Here Egbert, Edgar, Etbelred; 
The Seas are ours. — The Monarchs 8 


The Floods their hands, the hands their Nations, clap. 
C 2 XVI. Whence 
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XVI. 
Whence is a Rival, then, to riſe? 
Can he be found beneath the Skies ? 


No, There, they dwell, that can give Britain fear: 
The Powers of Earth, by rival aim 


| Her Grandeur but the more proclaim ; 


And prove their Diſtance moſt, as they draw near. 
XVII. | 
Proud Yenice fits ambi the Waves ; 
Her Foot ambitious Ocean laves: 


4rts nobleſt Boaſt! But O what wondrous Odds | 


Twixt Venice, and Britannia's Ifle ? 
Twixt mortal, and immortal Toll ? 


Britannia is a Venice built by Gods. 


Let Holland triumph o'er ber Foes, 
But not o'er Friends, by whom ſhe roſe ; 


The Child of Britain ! And ſhall ſhe contend ? 


It were no leſs than Parricide ;—— 
What Wonders riſe from out the Tide ? 
Her High and Mighty to the Rudder bend. 
XIX. And 


And 
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XIX. 


And are there, then, of lofty brow, 

Who think Trade mean, and ſcorn to Bow 
So far beneath the State of noble Birth? 

Alas! theſe Chiefs but little know 

Commerce how High, Themſelves how low ; 


The Sons of Nobles, are the Sons of Earth. 


XX. 


And what have Earth's mean Sons to do, 
But reap her Fruits, and warm purſue 
The World's chief Good, not glut on Others Toil ? 
High Commerce from the Gods came down, 

With Compaſs, Chart, and Starry Crown 


Their Delegate, to make the Nations nile. 


XXI. 


Bluſh, and behold the Ri bow, 
From forty Crowns, his mighty brow 
To Trade To Toil He turns his glorious Hand: 
That Arm, which ſwept the bloody field, 
See! the Huge Ax, or Hammer, wield; 
While Scepters wait, and Thrones impatient ſtand. 


C 3 XXII. o 


Too great for me; I pant beneath the Weight! 


Out-number'd Sands, I could not reach its Height. 
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XXII. 
O Shame to Subjects! Firſt renown, 
Matchleſs Example to the Crown ! 
Old Time is poor: What Age boaſts ſuch a Sight? 
Ye Drones ! adore the man Divine 
No; Virtue ſtill as mean decline, 


Call Ry/ians barbarous, and yourſelves, polite. 


A 
He too of Judah, Great, as Wile, 
With Hiram ſtrove in Merchandize ; 
Monarchs with Monarchs ſtruggle for an Oar ! 
That Merchant ſinking to his Grave, 
A Flood of Treaſure ſwells the Cave; 


The King 4% much, the Merchant bury'd more. 


XXIV. 
Is Merchant an inglorious Name ? 
No; fit for Pinaar ſuch a Theme, 


If loud, as Ocean's, were my Voice, 
If Words, and Thoughts to court my Choice 


— 


8 Vaſt Treaſure taken from Solomon's Tomb 1300 | 
years after his Death. zoco Talents at one time, and an 
immenſe Sum the next. —— 
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Merchants o'er proudeſt Heroes reign ; 
Thoſe trade in Bl://ing, theſe in Pain, 
At Slaughter ſwell, and ſhout, while Nations groan : 
With purple Monarchs, Merchants vie ; | 
If great to /pend, what, to ſupply ? | 
Priefis pray for Bleſſings, Merchants pour em down. 


XX VI. 


King's Merchants are in League, and Love ; 
Earth's Odours pay ſoft Airs above, 
That o'er the teeming field prolifick range; 
Planets are Merchants, take, return 
Luſtre, and heat; by Trafick burn; 
| The whole Creation is one vaſt Exchange. 


XXVII. 
I Merchant an inglorious Name? 
What ſay the Sons of Letter Fame, 
Proud of their Yolumes, ſwelling in their Cells? 
In open Life, in Change of Scene, 


_ Mid various Manners, Throngs of Men, k 
. an Experience, Arts, and ſolid Wiſdom dyells. 
C 4 XXVIII. Trade 

chants | A 
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| Trade Art's Mechanick, Nature's Stores „ Th 
; Well-weighs ; to Starry Science ſoars: V 
Reads warm in Life, (dead colour'd by the Pen) Nor 
The Sites, 7 ongues, Intereſts of the Ball: | | Te 
| Who ſtudies Trade, He ſtudies All; 3 
Accompliſh'd Merchants are accompliſh'd Men. Let! 
* STRAIN the Fourth. 85 

How ſhall I farther rouſe the Soul? BE 
| How Sachs laſcivious reign controul | 1h 
By Verſe, with unextinguiſh'd ardour wrought ? „ Lot 
How every breaſt inflame with mine? C 
| How bid my theme till brighter ſhine, 55 
With Wealth of Words, and unexhauſted Thought ? 55 

| 3 | 
1 O Thou Dircæan Swan, on high, | 3 
Round whom familiar Thunders fly ! 1 
While ove attends a Language like his own : Th 
Thy Spirit pour, like vernal Show'rs, | 
My Verſe ſhall burſt out with the Flow'rs, 
While Britain's Trade advances with her Sun. | Di 


III. Tho | 
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11. 
Tho! Britain was not born to fear, 
Graſp not at bloody Fame from ar; | 
Nor War decline, if Thrones your Right invade : 
Jove gathers Tempeſt black as Night; 
Jsove pours the golden Flood of Light; 
Let Britain Thunder, or let Britain Trade. 


Britain a Comer, or a Sear, 
In Commerce This, or That in War, 
Let Britons ſhout! Earth, Seas, and Skies reſound ! 

Commerce to kindle, raiſe, preſerve, | 

And Spirit dart thro' every Nerve, 

* Hear from the Throne a Voice thro' Time renown'd. 
| V. 
So fall, from Heaven the vernal Show'rs, 


To cheer the Glebe, and wake the Flow rs: 
The Bloom call'd forth ſees azure Skies diſplay d; 


The Bird of Voice is proud to ſing, 
Induſtrious Bees ply every wing, l 
. and urge their golden Trade. | 
ho' | VI. Trade i 
* The : Kiop! $ Speech. | q 
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VI. 


7. ak once extinguiſht, Britain's Sun 
Is gone out too; his race is run; 
He ſhines in vain ! Her Iſle's an Iſle indeed, 
A Spot too ſmall to be o'ercome ; 
A dreadful Safety ! wretched Doom ! 
No Foe will conquer, what, no Foe can feed. 


VII. 


Trade's the Source, Sinew, Soul of All; 

Trade's all herſelf ; hers, hers, the Ball; 
Where moſt unſeen, the Goddeſs ſtill is there; 

Trade leads the Dance, Trade lights the Blaze, 
The Courtier's Pomp! the Student's Eaſe ! 


Twas Trade at Blenheim fought, and clos'd the War. 


VIII. 


What, Rome, and all her Gods defies? 
The Punick Oar. Behold it riſe 
And battle for the World! Trade gave the Call; 
Rich Cordials from his zawal Art 
Sent the ſtrong Spirits to his Heart, 
That bid an 4fric Merchant graſp the Ball. 


IX. Where 


Ber 


8 
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IX. 


Where is, on Earth, Fehowah's Home? 
Trade markt the Soil, and built the Dome, 
In which his Majeſty / deign'd to dwell ; 
The Walls with Silver Sheets o'erlaid, 
Rich, as the Sun, threw Gold anweig'd, 
Bent the Moon d Arch, and bid the Column ſwell. 
X. 
* Grandeur, unknown to Solomon ! 
| Methinks the labouring Earth ſhould groan, 
Beneath yon Load : Created ſure, not Made ! 
Servant, and Rival of the Skies! 
Heaven's Arch alone can higher riſe : 
What Hand Immortal rais'd thee ? 


Humble Trade. 
. 


Where hadſt thou been ? If, left at large, 
Thoſe ſinewy Arms that tugg'd the Barge, 
Had caught at Pleaſure on the flowry Green? 
If they that watch the midnight Star, 
Had ſwung behind the rowling Car, 
Or ill d it with 3 where hadft thou been ? 
XII. As 


2 


— 


* St. Paul's, built by the Coal-Tax. 
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S 


XII. 
As by Repletion men conſume, 
Abundance is the Miſer's Doom; 
Expend it nobly ; he that lets it ruff 
Which, paſſing numerous Hands, would ,; 
Is not a Man, but living Mine, 
Foe to tle Gods, and Rival to the D,. 


b 


XIII. a 

Fa 

| Trade barbarous Lands can poliſh fair; T} 

Make Earth well worth the Wiſe man's care; Tem 

Call forth her Foreſts, charm them into Fleets; 77 

Can make one Houſe of Human race; 8 A 

Can bid the diſtant Poles embrace;  Whi 
Hers, every Sun; and India, India meets. 

XIV. 

a MN 

Trade Monarchs crowns, and Arts imports, 1 

With Bounty feeds, with Laurel courts; 1 

Trade, gives fair Virtue fairer ſtill to ſhine ; 9 

Enacts, thoſe Guards of Gain, the Laws ; 4 

Exalts even Freedom's glorious Cauſe : — Ts 1 Can 


Trade! warn'd by Tyre, O make Religion Thine. 
XV. Ton 


1 


| Which Fg: ne er knew, <vbom Other Joys inflame. 
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XV. 
as lead ench other mutual aid : 


Why is Heaven's Smile, in wealth, convey'd ? 


Not to place Vice, but Virtues in our pow'r: 


Pleaſure gdeclind's, is Luxury ! 
Boundleſs in Time, and in Degree: 


Pleaſure enjoy'd, the Tumult of an Hour, 


XVI. 


Falſe Joy's a diſcompoſing Thing, 
That jars on Nature's trembling String, 
Tempeſts the Spirits, and untunes the Frame : 
True Joy, the Sunſhine of the Soul, 
A bright Serene that calms the Whole ; 


XVII. 
Merchant! Religion is the Care 
To grow as Rich — as Angels are; 


To know falſe Coin from true; To ſweep the Main 
The mighty Stake ſecure, beyond 


The ſtrongeſt Tie of Field, or Fund: 


Commerce gives Gold, Religion makes it Gain. 


XVII. Joyn 


— —ů— — — 
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XVIII. 


Joyn, then, Religion to thy Store, 
Or India's Mines will make thee poor : 
Greater than Tyre / O bear a nobler Mind 
Sea-ſovereign J Proud war decline, 
Trade patronize ! What Glory Thine, 
Ardent to b/z/s, who couldſt fbdue Mankind ? 
| XIX. 
Rich Commerce ply with warmth divine 
By day, by night ; the Stars are Thine 
Wear out the ſtars in Trade! Eternal run 
From age to age, the Noble glow, 
A rage to gain, and to beffow, 
| While Ages laſt! In Trade burn out the Sun! 
| 1 
Trade, Britain's All, our Sires ſent down 
With Toil, Blood, Treaſure, Ages won; 
This, Edgar Great bequeath'd ; This, Edward bold: 
Loet Forbiſbers, let Raleighs fire! 
+ O let Columbus Shade inſpire : 
New Worlds diſcloſe, with Drake ſurround an Old. 


+ Born in Eng land. 


XXI. Columbus 
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XXI. 


Columbus ! ſcarce Inferior Fame | 
For Thee to find, than Heaven, to frame 


| *That Womb of Gold, and Gem: Her wide Domain, 


An Univerſe! Her Rivers, Seas! 
Her Fruits, both men, and Gods to pleaſe ! 


| Heavens faireſt Birth! And, but for Thee, in vain U 


XXII. 


Worlds fil! unknown deep Shadows wrap ; 
Call Wonders forth from Nature's lap; 
New glory pour on her Eternal Sire: = 

O noble Search! O glorious Care 

Are you not Britons ? Why deſpair? 


New Worlds are due to ſuch a Godlike fre 


XXIII. 


Swear by the Great Eliza's Soul, 
That Trade, as long as Waters row! 


| Ah! no; the Gods chaſtiſe my raſh Decree : 


By great Eliza do not ſwear ; 
For Thee, O George the Gods declare, 
And Thou for them ! Late Time ſhall ſwear by Thee. 


9 Vid Deſcriptions of America. 
XXIV. Truth, 


We 0% A 2 7 IY TORE  O "SET". — by 


[4] 
„ 
Truth, bright as Stars, with Thee prevails; 
Full be thy Fame, as ſwelling Sails, 
Conſtant, as Tides, thy Mind; as Maſts, Elate ; 
Thy Juſtice, an unerring Helm 
To ſteer Britannia's fickle Realm; | 
Thy numerous Race, ſure-Anchor of her State ! 
STRAIN the Fifth. 


| Britannia's State what Bounds confine ? 
(Of riſing thought O golden Mine!) 


Mountains, Alps, Streams, Gulphs, Oceans, ſet no Bound; 


She ſallies, till ſne ſtrikes the Star; 
Expanding wide, and launching far 
As Wind can fly, or rowling Wave reſound. 
| II. 
Small Ile! For Cæſars, for the Son 
Of Jove, who burſt from Macedon, 
For gorgeous Eafterns blazing o'er Mankind, 
Then, when they call'd the World their own, 
Not equal Fame from Fzb& ſhone : 
They roſe to Cad, in belf thy Sphere confin'd. 


III. Here 
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III. 

Here, no demand for Fancy's wing; 
Plain Truth's Illuſtrious: As I ſing, 
| hear yon /pangled Harp repeat my lay ! 

Yon Starry Lyre has caught the Sound, 

And ſpreads it to the Planets round, 
Who beſt can tell where ends Britannia sf way, 


IV. 


| 


The Skies, (fair printed-Page !) unfold 
The naval Fame of Heroes old; | | 
Is in a Mirror ſhow the adventurous Throng: 
The Deeds of Grecian Mariners 
| Areread by Gods, are writ in Stars, 
And noble Yer/e, that ſhall endure as long. 


V. 


The Skies are Records of the Main: 
"Thence, Argo liſtens to my Strain ; 
Chiron, for Song renown'd, his noble rage 
For Naval fame, and Song renews, 
As Britain's Fame He hears, and views; _ 
| Chiron, the Shovel of a former Age. 
Do 85 VI. The 
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| bh 
The Whale (for late I ſung his praiſe) 
Pours grateful luſtre on my lays; 
How ſmiles * 4rion's Friend with partial beams ? 
Eridanus would flatter too, | 
But jealouſies his Smile ſubdue ; 
He fears a Britiſb Rival in the Thames. 
VII. 
In pride the Lyon lifts his Mane, 
To ſee his Britzh Brothers reign 
As Stars below: The Balance, George ! from Thine, 
Which weighs the Nations, learns to weigh — 
More accurate the Night, and Day; 
From thy fair Daughters Virgo learns to ſhine. 


VAI. 


Of Britain's Court, ye leer Lights 

| How could the Wiſeman gaze whole nights, 
On Richmond” eye, or Berenice's Hair ? 

But Oh ! you praftiſe Bamefal Arts; 

Your own retain, ſeize other's Hearts 


Pyrates, not Merchants, are the Britiſb Fair. 


* The Dolphin. 


This 


| 


 Uncurbs, extends, throws wide Britannia's reign. 


| What is the Main? Ye Kings renown'd' 


Auſtrian ! where-e'er Leviathan can row|, 


| Parts are for Emperors ; for Her, the Whole. 


1 
IX. 


This Truth I ſwear by Cynthia's beam. 
Pale Queen! be fd at Britain's Fame; 

And, rowling, tell the Nations, o'er the Main 
« To are Her Empire is thy Pride. 
HE, mighty Power ! who curbs the Tzat, 


X. 


Britannia's Centre, and your Boand : 


Is Britain's Home ! And Britain's Mine, 
Where: e' er the ripening Sun can ſhine! 


Why, Auſtrian ! wilt Thou hover full 
On doubtful wing, and want the Skill 
To ſee thy welfare in the World's? Too late 
Another Churchill Thou may'R find, 

Another Churchill, not ſo kind, 


And Other Blenbeims, big with Other Fate. 
D 2 XII. III 
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XII. 


in Thou remember ſt, ill do'ſt own, 


Who reicu'd an ungrateful Throne; 


Ill Thou conſider'ſt, that the Kind are Brawe; 


III do'ſt Thou weigh, that in Time's womb 
A day may ſleep, a day of Doom, 
As great to ruin, as was That to ſave. 
XIII. 
How would'ſt Thou ſmile to hear my Strain, 
Whoſe boaſted Inſpiration's vain? 
| Yet what if my Prediction ſhould prove true? 
Know'ſt Thou the Fatal Pair, who ſhine 
O'er Britain's trading Empire? Thine 
As One rejected, What, if One ſabdue? 


+ What Nawal Scene adorns the Seat 

Of awful Dritain's high debate, 
Inſpires her Councils, and records her Pow'r ? 

The Nations know, in glowing Balls 
On linking Thrones, the Tempeſt falls, 
When her Auguſt, aſſembled Senates low'r. 


+ The Spaniſþ Armada in the Pouſe of Lords. 


XV. O 


— 


| 
| 
| 


J. O 


O Language fit for Thoughts ſo % 
Would Britain have her Anger told ? 


Ah! never let a meaner language ſound, 


Than That, which proſtrates human Souls, 
Thro' Heaven's dark Vault impetuous rowls, 


And Nature rocks, when angry Jove has frown'd. 


XVT. 
Not Realms unbounded, not a Flood 
Of Natives, not Expence of Blood, 
Or reach of Counſel gives the World a Lord. 
Trade calls Him forth, and ſets him 88 
As mortal man, o'er men, can fly: 


Trade leaves m Gleanings to the keeneſt $ word. 


XVII. 


Nay, Hers the Sword ! For Fleets have wings ; 
Like Lightning, fly to di/tant Kings; 


| Like Gods, deſcend at once on trembling States : 


Is War proclaim'd ? Our Wars are hurl'd | 
To fartheſt Confines of the World, 


gie your Ports, and Thunder at your Gates. 
D 3 XVIII. The 
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XVIII. 


The King of Tempeſts, /Zolus, 
Sends forth his pinion'd People, thus, 
On rapid Errands: As they fly, they roar, 
And carry ſable Clouds, and feveep 
The Land, the Defert, and the Deep 
Earth ſhakes ! proud Cities fall! and 7 hrozes adore! 
XIX. 
The Fools of Nature ever ſtrike, 
On bare Out ſides; and loath, or like, 
As Glitter bids; in endleſs Error vie; 
Admire the Parple and the Crown 5 
Of Human We/fare, and Renown, : 
Trad:'s the big Heart ; bright Empire, but their Eye, 
XX, 
| Whence Tartar GzaxD? or Mogul Gu g AT fone 
Trade gilt their Titles, pour'd their Stare ; 
While Afric's black, laſcivious, ſlothful Breed, 
To claſp their Ruin, fly from Tail; 
That meaneft Product on their Soil, 
Their Pecpie ſell: One Half on t'other feed. 


XXI. Of 


Tr. 


. Of 
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XXI. 
Of Nature's Wealth from Commerce rent, 
Afric's a glaring Monument: 


Mid Citron Foreſts, and Pongranate Groves 


(Curſt in a Paradiſe !) ſhe pines; 
O'er generous Glebe, o'er golden Mines 
Her beggar'd, famiſb d, Tradeleſs Native roves : 


Not ſo Thane, China blooming wide ! 25 
Thy numerous Fleets might Bridge the Tide; 


Thy Products would exhauſt both India's Mines: 


Shut be that Gate of Trade! Or woe 
To Britains] Europe twill o'erflow, — 


_ Ungrateful Song ! + Her growth inſpires thy lines. 


XXIII. 


Britain! To Theſe, and ſuch as Theſe, 


The River broad, and foaming Seas 


| Which ſewer Lands to mortals 4% renown'd, 


Devoid of aawal kill, or might ; 
Thoſe ſever'd parts of Earth wnite : 
Trade's the full Pulſe, that ſends their vigour round. 


+ Caffee. 


8 XXIV. Could, 
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XXIV. 
Could, O! could One engro/ing Hand BW 
The various Streams of Trade command, 1 
That, like the Sun, would gazing Nations awe ; ' Wha 
That awful Pow'r the World would brave, 5 
Bold Var, and Empire proud, his Slave; EM 
Mankind his Subjects; and his Wil,, their Law. Wid 
1 
Haſt Thou look'd round the ſpacious Earth? 7 
From C ommerce, Grandeur's humble Birth: MM 
To George from Noah, Empires living, dead, For 
Their Pride, their Shame, their Riſe, their Fall, 5 
Time's whole plain Chronicle is All ] 
One bright Encomium, undeſign'd, on Trade. | | Fox 
XXVI. 
Trade ſprings from Peace, and IWealth from Trade, 
And Pow'r from Wealth; of Pow'r is made | | 
The Cod on Earth: Hail, then, the Dove of Peace ! = W. 


Whoſe Olive ſpeaks the raging Flood 
Of War repreſs d: What's loſs of Blood ? 1 
War is the Death of Commerce, and Encreaſe. Ti 


XXVII. Then 


What calls man Fool ſo loud as This has done, 


For Peace, with Laurel every Maſ be bound; 
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XXVII. 1 


Then periſh War — Deteſted War ! 
Shalt Thou make Gods? Light Cæſar's Star ? 


From Nymrod's down to Bourbon's Line — 
Why not adore, too, as Divine, 
Wide . Storms, before the genial Sun? 


XXVII. 


Peace is the Merchant's Summer clear ! 
His Harwef? ! Harveſt round the Year /! 


Each Deck carouſe, each Flag ſtream out, 
Earn Cannon ſound, each Sailor ſhout ! 


For Peace let every Sacred Ship be crown'd | 
XXIX. 


Sacred are Ships, of birth divine ! 
An Angel drew the firſt Den; 
With which the + Patriarch Nature's ruins brav'd 
Tavwo Worlds abroad, an old, and new, | 
He ſafe o'er foaming billows flew : 
The Gods made Human race, a Pilots, a d. 


— — 


+ Neab. 
XXX. How 


58 
> $4 fi 
How ſacred to the Merchant's Name 


When Britain blaz d meridian Fame, 


Bright ſhone the Sword, but brighter Trade = Law, 


Merchants in diſtant Courts rever'd: 
Where prouder Stateſinen ne er appear'd, 
Merchants Embaſſadors! and Thrones in awe 


XXXI. 


Tis Therrs to know the Tides, the Times; 
The march of Stars; ; the Births of Climes ; 


Summer, and inter T heirs ; Theirs Land and Sea, 


Theirs are the Sea/ons, Months, and Tears; 
And each a diflerent Garland wears 
O that my Song could add . 


XXII. 


Praiſe is the ſacred Oil that feeds 

The burning Lamp of God like Deeds; 
Immortal Glory pays illuſtrious Cares: 
Whither, ye Britons ! are you bound! 
O noble Yoyage ! glorious Round ! 


Launch from the Thames, and end among the Stars. 


In Queen Elizabeth's Reign. 


XXXIIL If 


R 


2 
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XXXIIL. 


If to my Subject roſe my Soul, 
Your Fame ſhould laſt, while Oceans row! : 


When other Worlds, in Depths of Time ſhall riſe, 


As we the Greeks of mighty Name ; 
May They Britannia's Fleet proclaim, 
* Look up, and read her Story in the Skies. 
| Xxxiv. 
Ye Syren; ! fing, ye Tritons ! blow, 
Ye Nereids ! dance, ye Billows ! flow, 


| Rowl, to my Meaſures, O ye Starry Throng | | 


Ye Wind: | in Conſort breath around; 
Ye Navies! to the Conſort bound, 
From Pole to Pole! To Britain All belong. 
The MORAL. 
Britain! thus bleſt, thy Bleſſings know; 
Or Bliſs, in vain ! the Gods beſtow ; 


Its end fulfil, means cheriſh, ſource adore: 


Vain faellings of thy Soul repreſs ; 
They moſt may laſe, who moſt poſſeſs ; 
Then let Bliſs awe, and tremble at thy Store. 


Perpetuate that great Aclion. 


* It is Sir Jaac Newton's Opinion, that the Principal 
Conſtellations took their Names from the Argonauts, to 


k 
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* 
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II. 


Nor be too fond of Life at %, 
Her chcarful, not enamour'd Gueſt: 


Let Thought fly forward; 'twill gay Proſpects give, 


Proſpects immortal! That deride 
A Tyrean Wealth, a Per/ian Pride, 
And make it perfect Fortitude to live. 


III. 


O for Eternity! a Scene 
To fair Adventurers ſerene ! 

O! on that Sea to deal in pure Renown ! 
Trafick with Gods ! What Tranſports row; ? 
What boundleſs Im9crt to the Soul! 


The poor Man's Empire! and the Subjects Crown ! 


IV. 
Adore the Gods, and plough the Seas: 


Theſe by thy Arts, O Britain! Theſe. 


Let Others pant for an immenſe Command; 
Let Others breath War's fiery God; 
The proudeſt Victor fears thy Nod, 

Long as the Trident fills thy glorious Hand. 


—[ͤ—b—— — — — 5 


4 1 


45, 


—— — 2 — 


[ 61 ] 


V. 
Gl:ricus, while Heaven-born Freedom laſts; 
Which Jrade's ſoft ſpurious Daughter blaſts ; 
For what is Tyrarny ? A monſtrous Birth | 
From Luxury, by Bribes careſs d, 
By glowing Pow!'r in Shad:s compreſs'd; 
Which ,als around, and chains the groaning Earth, 


The CLOSE. 
: 


Thee Trade! J firſt, wwho boaſt no Store, 
Who owe Thee Nought, thus ſnatch from Shore, 


The Shore of Proſe, where Thou haſt flumber d long; 


And ſend thy Flag triumphant down 
The Tide of Time, to fure Renown ; 


O bleſs my Country! and thou pay'ft my & . 


II. 


Theu art the Britons nobleft Theme, 
Why, then, Unſung ? My ſimple aim 
To dreſs plain Senſe, and fire the generous Blood, 
Not ſport Imaginations wain ; 
But liſt, with yon  Etherial Train, 
The ſhining Muſe, to ſerve the Publick Good. 


+ The Stars. 


IIT. Of 


III. 
ancient Art, and ancient Praiſe, 40 
The Springs ave open'd in my lays: 1 4 
Olympic Heroes Ghoſts around me throng, Tho 
And think their Glory fung anew ; | . ( 
'Till Chiefs of equal Fame they wiewz— "ec 
Nor gradge to Britons bold their Theban Song. 0h 

IV. 


Not Pindar's Theme with mine compares, 
As far Jurpaſt, as uſeful Cares h 
Tranſcend Diver ſion light, and Glory vain : a By 
The Wreath phantaftick, ſhouting Throng, 
Ard panting Steed, to Him belong, | 
Tue Charioteer's, not Empire's golden Rein. 1 
V. 
Nor Chandos! Thou the Muſe deſpiſe 
That would to glowing Etna riſe, | 
{Such Pindar's Breaſt, Thou Theron of our Time a „„ 
| Seldom to man the Gods impart 
_ A Pindar's Head or Theron's Heart; | 
In Life, or Song, how rare the true Sublime? . 8. 


* — 


di res antiquz Laudis, & Artis 
Ingredior, ſanctos auſus recludere fontes; 


Aſcræumq; cano Romana per oppida carmen. Virg. 
VI. None, | 
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VI. 


| None, Britiſh-born, «vill fare ai ſdain : 
This new, bold, moral, patriot Strain, 


Th not with Genius, with ſome Yirtue crown'd; 


(Hou wain the Muſe ? ) the Lay may laft, 
p | 
Thus twin'd around the Britiſh Mat, 
The Britiſh Maß, with nobler Laurels bound! 


VII. 


Weak Ivy curls round Naa] Oak, 
And ſmiles at Wind, and Storm, unbroke ; 

By Strength not hers ſublime : Thus, proud to ſoar, 
Jo Britain's Grandeur cleaves my Strain; 
And lives, and eccho's thro' the Plain, 

in bile o'er the Billow Britain's Thunders roar. 


VIII. 


Be dumb ye groveling Sons of Verſe, 
Who Sing not Actions, but rehearſe, 
And fool the Muſe with impotent Defire ; 
Te Sacrilegious ! who preſume | | 
To tarniſh Britain's naval Bloom, 
Sing Britain's Fame, with all her Hero's fire. 


The 


©: 1-061 
The CHORUS. 


« Ye Syrens | ſing, ye Tritons, blow, | 

% Ye Nereids | dance, ye Billows | flow, 
„ Rowl, to my Meaſures, O ye Starry Throng ! 

« Ye Winds! in Conſort breath around ; 

« Ye Nawies ! to the Conſort bound , 
« From Pole, to Pole; to Britain All belong ; 
* Britain to Heaven; from Heaven deſcends my Song, 
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AN 


OCCASION'D 


By his MaJjtsTry's late Royal 
ENCOURAGEMENT of the 
SEA SERVICE. 


Think My Self obliged to recommend 
to you a Conſideration of the greateſt 
Importance, and I ſhould look upon 
it as a great Happineſs, if, at the Begin- 
ning of My Reign, I could fee the Founda- 
tion laid of ſo great and neceſſary a Work, 
A 12 as 


as the Encreaſe and Encouragement of our 
Seamen in general; that they may be in- 
vited, rather than compell'd by Force and 
Violence, to enter into the Service of their 
Country, as oft as Occaſion ſhall require 
it: A Conſideration worthy of the Repre- 
ſentatives of a People great, and flouriſh- 
ing in Trade and Navigation. This leads 
me to mention to you the Caſe of Green- 
wich Hoſpital, that Care may be taken by 
ſome Addition to that Fund to render com- 
fortable and effectual, that charitable Pro- 
viſion for the Support and Maintenance 
of our Seamen, worn out, and become 
decrepit by Age, and Infirmities, in the 
Service of their Country. 


PAT ER PATRIX. 


Jan. 27, 1727. 


TO 


LD OCEAN's praiſe 
Demands my lays ; 
A truly-Britiſbꝰ Theme I fing ; 
A theme ſo great | 
| I dare compleat, 
And join with Ocean, Ocean's King. 


* 


To Gods, and Kings, 
| The poet fings ; 
To Kings, and and Gods che Muſe is dear ; 
The Muſe inſpires 
Wick all her four; 


4 


@'1 9 80 o wy. 


(6) 
III. 


From awful fate, 
From high debate, 
From morning /plendors of a crown, 
From homage pay d, 
From empires weigh'd, 
From plans of &/:/ings, and renown. 


Iv. 


Great Monarch ! bow 
Thy beaming brow ; 
To Thee I ſtrike the ſounding lyre, 
With proud deſign 
In verſe to ſhine ; 
To rival Greek, and Roman fire. 


V. 


The Romas Ode 
Majeſtick flow'd ; 1 
Its fream divinely clear, and ſtrong; 
In ſenſe, and found, 
Thebes rowl'd profound 


VI. 


Let Thebes, nor Rome, 
So fam'd, preſume 

To triumph o'er a Northern Iſle ; 
Late Time ſhall know 
The North can glow, 

If dread Auguſtus deign to ſmile. 


1 
VII. 


The work is done 
The diſtant ſun 
His ſmile ſupplies ! exalts my voice ! 
Thro' Earth's wide bound 
Shall George reſound, | 
My theme, by duty, and by choice. 


VIII. 


The Naval crown 
Is all his own 
Our Fleet, if «war, or commerce call, 
His will performs ” 
Thro' waves, and ſtorms, 
And rides in triumph round the Ball. 


IX. 


Since then the Main 
Sublimes my ſtrain, 
To whom ſhould I addreſs my ſong ? 
| To whom but Thee ? 
| The boundleſs Sea, 
And grateful Muſe, to George belong. 


X. 


Hail mighty theme ! 
Rich Mine of fame ! 
If Gods invok'd extend their aid; 
| Hail ſubje& a0 
As Britain's due 


Reſerv'd by the Pieriax maid. 


= 4 


(8) 
XI. 


Durſt Homer's Muſe, 

Or Pindar's chuſe 

To pour the billows on his ſtring! 

No, both defraud 

The tuneful God ; 
Scarce more ſublime, when JOVE they ſing. 


XII. 


No former Race, 
| With ſtrong embrace, 
This theme to raviſh durſt aſpire ; 
With virgin charms 
| My ſoul it warms, 
And melts melodious on my lyre. 


Now low, now high, 
My fingers fly, 
Now pauſe, and now freſh Muſick ſpring 5 
Now dance, now Creep, 
Now dive, now ſweep, 
And fetch the ſound from every ſtring. 


XIV. 


Now numbers riſe, 
Like virgin's fighs ; 
The ſoft Javonions melt away 
As from the North, 
Now ruſhes forth 
A Blaſt, that thunders in my lay. 


(9) 
XV. 


My lays I file 
With curious toil ; 
Fe Graces! turn the growing lines, 
On anvils neat 
Your ftrokes repeat; | 
At every ſtroke the work refines ! 


1 
How muſick charms ? 


_ _ How metre warm?? | 
Parent of actions good, and brave! 
How vice it tames? 
And holds proud empire o'er the grave? 


XVII, 


Fove mark d for man 
A ſcanty ſpan, 
But lent him wings to fly his doom ; 
Wit ſcorns the grave ; 
To wit he gave 
The life of Gods! immortal bloom! 


XVIII. 


Since years will fly, 

| And pleaſures die, 

Day after day, as years advance; 
Since while life laſts, 
Joy ſuffers blaſts 

From frowning fate, and fickle chance 


100 
XIX. 


Nor Life is long ; 
But ſoon we throng, 


Like Autumn leaves, Death's palid ſhore ; 


We make, at leaſt, 
Of bau the bef?, 


If in life's phantom, Fame, we four. 
XX. 


Our trains divide 
The Laurels pride; 
With thoſe we lift to life, we live; 
By fame enroll d 
With heroes bold, 


And ſhares the bleſſings, which we give. 


XXI. 
What Hero's 
Qian fire my 
Like his, with whom my TY ? 
Juſtice a 


Asad Courage clear, 
10 Riſe the two columms of his throne. 


XXII. 


Hou form d for ſcuay? 
« Who look, obey, 
<6 They read the Monarch in his port. 
Meir lowe, and awe, 
« Supply the law; 
% And his own luſtre makes the court. 
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XXIII. 


Bat ſhines ſupream, 
| «© Where Heroes flame, 
* In War's bigh-bearted pomp be rau. 
* By godlike art. 
„ Enthron'din hearts, 


Our beſom d. lord o er wills prefides. 


XXIV. 


Our factions end ! 
The nations bend! 

For when Britannia's ſons combin'd, 

In fair array, 

| All march one way ; 
They march the terror of mankind. 


XXV. 


Who tread the ball, 
Our bounded proſpect, here, would end: 
But Heroes prove | 


As ſteps to Jove, 


By which Our thoughts, with eaſe, aſcend. 


XXVI. 


From what we view 
We take the clue, 
Which leads from great, to greater things ; 
Men doubt no more, 
But Gods adore, 
When ſuch reſemblance ſhines in Kings. 


XXVII. On 


(12) 
XXVII. 


On yonder height, 

What golden light 
Triumphant ſhines? and ſhines alone ? 

Unrivall'd blaze ! 


The nations gaze! 


"Tis not the ſan, tis Britain's throne. 


XXVIIL. 


Our monarch there, 

Rear'd high in air, 

Should tempeſis riſe, diſdains to bend; 
Like Brisiſb oak, 

Derides the ſtroke ; 

His blooming honours far extend ! 


XXIX, 
Beneath them lies, 
With lifted eyes, 
Fair Ajb:ion, like an amorous maid, 
While [ztereft wings, 
Bold, foreign Kings 
To fly, like eagles, to his ſhade. 


XXX. 


At his proud foot 
The Sca pour d out, 
Immortal nouriſhment ſupplies ; 
Thbence wealth, and ftate, 
And pour, and Fate, 
Which Lene ir arge W 


| 
| 


oetry. 


oo imperfect ſoever my own Com- 
+ RES — poſition may be, yet am I willing to 
ſpeak a Word or two of the Nature 
of Lyrick Poetry; to ſhew that I have, 
at leaſt, ſome Idea of Perfection in that 
kind of Poem in which I am engaged; 
and that I do not think my ſelf Poet 
enough entirely to rely on I iration for my Succe!s in it. 

To our having, or not having tlus Za of Prrfofizen in 
the Poem we undertake, is chiefly owing 2 Merit, or De- 
merit of our Performances, as af: tho Hod, or Va- 
nity of our Opinions cor cer τπ j. Ang in ſheaking 
of it I ſhall ſhow Jo it nave αe crpines ti Peat, that 
bad Poets, that is Poets in general, art gitecn d randy 


are the moſt wan, the mol : lte, and nl! clan 


Set of men upon earth, But Pyrrry in neee i 
certainly, 


Non hos gan/itum munus in ts, Virg. 


„ 

He that has an Idea of Perfection in the Work he under- 
takes may fail in it; he that has not, 1¹ . And yet he 
will be vain. For every little degree of Beauty, how 
Hort, or improper ſoever, will be look d on fondly by him 
| becauſe it is all pure gains, and more than he promis'd to 
himſelf: And becauſe he has no Te, or Standard in his 
Judgment, with which to chaſtiſe his opinion of it. 
No this Idea of Perfection is, in Poetry more refin'd, 

than in other kinds of writing; and becauſe more refin'd, 
therefore more difficult, therefore more rarely attain'd ; 
and the non-attainment of it, is, (as I have ſaid) the 
Source of our Vanity. Hence the Poetick Clan are 
more obnoxti:us to vanity than others. And from Vanity 


conſcquentially lows that great ſenſibility of diſreſpect, 
that guict reſentment, that tinder of the Mind that kindles 


at every ſpark, and juſtly marks them out for the Genus 
Irritabile among mankind. And from this combuſtible 
temper, this ſerious anger for no very ſerious things, 
Things look'd on by moſt as foreign to the Important 
Points of Life, as conſequentially flows the Inheritance 
of Ridicule, which devolves on them, from Generation to 
Generation. As ſoon as they become Authors, they be- 
come like Ber. 7 obn/ox's angry Boy, and learn the Art 
of Quarrel. „ 


Oscordes Ain, dum nocte premuntur ; 
Heu] quantum inter je bellum, fi lumina vitæ 
Attigerint, quantas acies, flragemque ciebunt ? 

Dui T uvenss ! guantas oftentant, aſpice, wires, 
Ne, Pueri ! we tanta animis aſſuęſcite bella. 

Tuque prior, Tu parce, genus qui ducis Olympo, 
Syderio flagrans clypeo, & celeftibu armis, 

Projice tela manu, ſanguis mens ! 

Nec Te ullæ facies, non terruit ipſe T yphoeus 
Arduus, arma tenens ; non Te Meſſapus, & Ufens, 
Contemptorgue Deum Mezentius. Virg. 


But to return. He that has this Idea of Perfection in 
the Work he undertakes, however ſucceſsful he is, will 
vet be modeſt; becauſe to riſe up to that Idea, which he 

were Propo- 
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propoſed for his model, is almoſt, if not abſolutely, im- 


poſſible. | 

Theſe two Obſervations account for what may ſeem as 
ſtrange, as it is infallibly true; I mean, they ſhew us 
why good writers have the loweſt, and bad writers the 
higheſt opinion of their own performances. They who 
have only a partial Idea of this perfection, as their porti- 
on of Ignorance, or Knowledge of it, is greater or leſs, 


have proportionable degrees of Modeſty, or Conceit. 


Nor, (tho' natural good Underſtanding makes a tole- 


rably juſt judgment in things of this nature,) will the 


Reader judge the worſe, for forming to himſelf a notion 
of what he ought to expect from the Piece he has in hand, 
before he begins his peruſal of it. 

The Ode, as it is the eldeſt kind of Poetry, ſo it is 
more Spirituous, and more remote from Proſe than any 
other, in Senſe, Sound, Expreſſion, and Conduct. Its 


| thoughts ſhould be uncommon, ſublime, and moral ; Its 


numbers full, eaſy, and moſt harmonious ; Its expreſſion 


pure, ſrong, delicate, yet unaffected; and of a curious 


felicity beyond other Poems ; ; Its conduct ſhould be raptu- 


rous, ſomewhat abrupt, and immethodical to a vulgar 


Eye. That apparent order, and connection, which gives 
form and life to /ome compoſitions takes away the very 
Soul of this. Fire, elevation, and ſelect thought, are in- 
diſpenſable; an humble, tame, and vulgar Ode is the 
moſt pitiful error a pen can commit. 


Fee 


And as its ſubjects are ſublime, its writers genius 
ſhould be ſo too; Otherwiſe it becomes the meaneſt 
thing in writing, (viz.) an involuntary Burleſque. 


It is the genuine character, and merit of the Ode, a 
little to ſtartle ſome apprehenfions. Men of cold Com- 


plections are very apt to miſtake a want of vigour in 
their Imaginations, for a Delicacy of taſte in their Judg- 
ments ; and like perſons of a tender fight, they loo 
on bright objects in their natural luſtre, as too glaring ; 
what is moſt delightful to a ſtronger eye, is painful to 
them. Thus Pinder, ERA. the 
ttom, 


| 
| 
| 


„ 0 J 
bottom, as Ariſtotle, or Exclid, to ſome Criticks has ap- 


peared as mad; and muſt appear fo to all, who enjoy 


no portion of his own divine Spirit. Dwarf-underſtand- 


ings, meaſuring Others by their own ſtandard, are apt to 


think they ſee a Monſter, when they ſee'a Man. 

And indeed it ſeems to be the Amends which Nature 
makes to thoſe whom ſhe has not bleſs'd with an elevation 
of mind, to indulge them in the comfortable miſtake, 


that all is wrong, which falls not within the narrow 


limits of their own Comprehenſions, and Reliſh. 
Judgment, indeed, that maſculine power of mind, 


in Ode, as in all compoſitions, ſhould bear the ſupream 


Sway ; and a beautiful Imagination, as its miſtreſs, 
ſhould be ſubdued to its dominion, Hence, and hence 
only can proceed the faireſt Off-ſpring of the human 

But then in Ode, there is this difference from other 
kinds of Poetry ; That, there, the Imagination, like a 
very beautiful Miſtreſs, is indulged in the appearance of 
domineering ; tho' the Judgment, like an Artful Lover, 
in reality carries its point; and the leſs it is ſuſpected of 


it, It ſhews the more maſterly conduct, and deſerves the 


greater commendation. | 
It holds true in this province of writing, as in war, 


The more danger, the more honour.” It muſt be very 
Enterprizing, it muſt (in Shateſpear's Style) have hair- 


breadth*Scapes; and often tread the very brink of Error: 
Nor can it ever deſerve the applauſe of the rea/ Judge, 
unleſs it renders itſelf Obnoxious to the miſapprehenſions 


of the ver 


Such is Cafimire*s Strain among the Moderns, whoſe 


lively Wit, and happy Fire is an honour to them. And 


Buchanan might juſtly be much admir'd, if any thing 


more than the Sweetneſs of his Numbers, and the purity | 


of his Diction, was his own : His Original from which 
T have taken my Motto, thro'all the Diſadvantages of a 
northern, proſe-tranſlation, is ſtill admirable ; and Cw, 
ley ſays, as preferable in Beauty to Buchanan, as Fudea 
is to Scotland. | 
Pindar, Anacreon, Sapho and Horace, are the greateſt 
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' Maſters of Lyric Poetry among Heathen writers. Pin- 
_ dar's muſe, like Sachari/a, is a ſtately, 1 ac- 
e 


compliſh'd Beauty; equally diſdaining the uſe of Art, 
and the fear of any Rival, ſo intoxicating that it was the 
higheſt commen dation that could be given an Antient, 
that he was not afraid to taſte of her charms. 


Pindarici fontis qui non expal.uit hauſtus. 


A danger which Horace declares he durſt not run. 
Anacreon's Muſe is like Amoret, moſt Sweet, Natu- 


ral, and Delicate ; all over Flowers, Graces, and Charms ; 
_ Inſpiring Complacency,not Awe ; and ſhe ſeems to have 


good-nature enough to admit a Rival, which ſhe cannot 


find. | 


Sapho's Muſe like Lady- is paſſionately tender, 
and glowing ; like Oyl ſet on fire, ſhe is , and evarm, 
in exceſs. _ has left us a few fragmentsonly ; Time 
has ſwallow'd the reſt; But that little which remains, 
like the remaining Jewel of Cleopatra, after the other 
was diſſolv'd at her banquet, may be eſteem'd (as was 


that Jewel) a ſufficient Ornament for the Goddeſs of 
Beauty herſelf. 


Horace's mule, (like One I ſhall not preſume to name,) 
is Core, Solid, and Moral; ſhe joins all the Sweetneſs, 
and Majeſty, all the Senſe and the Fire of the former, in 
the juſteit proportions, and degrees ; ſuperadding a felici- 
ty of drelt entirely her own. She moreover is diſtin- 
guiſhable by this particularity, That ſhe abounds in hidden 
graces, and ſecret charms, which none but the diſcerning 
can diſcover : nor are any capable of doing full juſtice, 
in their opinion, to her Excellency's, without giving the 
World, at the ſame time, an inconteſtable proof of 
refinement in their own underſtandings. 

But after all, to the Honour of our own Country T 
mult add, that I think Mr. Dryden's Ode on St. Cecilia's 


day inferior to no compoſition of this kind. It's chief 


beauty conſiſts in adapting the numbers moit happily to 

the variety of the Occaſion ; Thoſe by which He has cho- 

ſen to expreſs Majeity, (viz.) 
R Aſſumes 


(18) 
Aſſumes the God, 


| AﬀeQs to nod, 
And ſeems to ſhake the Spheres. 


Are choſen in the following Ode, becauſe the Subje& 
of it is Great. 

For the Harmony likewiſe, I choſe the frequent return 
of Khyme ; which laid me under great Difficulties. But 
Difficulties overcome give Grace, and Pleaſure. Nor 


can I account for the Pleaſure of Rhyme in general (of 


which the Moderns are too fond) but from this Truth. 

But then the Writer muſt take care that the Difficulty 
75 overcome. That is, He muſt make Rhyme conſiſtent 
with as perfect Senſe, and Expreſſion, as could be expected, 
if he was free from that Shackle. Otherwiſe it gives 


neither Grace to the Work, nor Pleaſure to the Reader, 


nor, conſequently, reputation to the Poet. 

To ſum the Whole. Oae ſhouldebe peculiar, but not 
firain'd ; moral, but not flat; natural, but not obwious ; 
delicate, but not affected; noble but not ambitious ; full 
but not ob/cure ; fiery but not mad; thick, but not Joadedin 
its Numbers, which ſhould be moſt Harmonzious, with- 


our the leaſt facrifice of expreſſion, or of ſenſe. Above all, 
in this, as in every work of Genius, ſomewhat of an 


Original Spirit ſhould be, at leaſt attempted ; other- 
wiſe the Poet whoſe Character diſclaims Mediocrity, make 
a ſecondary praiſe his ultimate ambition; which has ſome- 
thing of a contradiction in it. Originals only have true 


Life, and differ as much from the beſt Imitations, as Men | 


from the moſt animated Pius es of them, Nor is what I 
{ay at all inconſiſtent with a due deference for the great 
Standards of Antiquity ; nay, that very deference 1s an 


Argument for it, for doubtleſs their Example is on my 


fide in this matter. And we ſhould rather imitate their 
example in the general motives, and fundamental methods 
of their working, than in their avorks themſelves. This 
is 2 diſtinction, I think, not hitherto made, and a dil- 
tinction of conſequence. For the firf, may make 0 — 


K ESE 


n ee 


(19) 
Equals ; the ſecond muſt pronounce us their inferiors even 
in our utmoſt Succeſs. But the f of theſe Prizes is not 
ſo readily taken by the Moderns ; as Valuables too maſſy 
for eaſy carriage are not ſo liable to the Thief. 
The Antients had a particular regard to the choice of 
their Subjects; which were generally National, and Great. 


"SD 


ea My Subject is, in its own nature, Noble; moſt proper 
* for an Engl: men; never more proper chan on this Oc- 
But cafion ; and (what is ſtrange) hitherto unſung. 
— IfI ſtand not abſolutely condemn'd by my own Rules ; 
(of If I have hit the Spirit of Ode in general; If I cannot 
* think with Mr. Cowley, that Mufick alone, Sometimes, 
ty makes an excellent Ode. 
= | Verſus inopes rerum, nugægue canore 3 
ves If there is any ehought, enthuſiaſm, and pifure, which . 
1 are as the body, ſoul, and robe of poetry ; in a word, If 

in any degree, I have provided rather food for men, than | 
not air for Wits ; I hope ſmaller faults will meet with indul- 
us 3 genco for the ſake of the Deſign, whack b the gfory of 
full my Country, and my King. ” 
din And indeed, this may be lid, in general, That great 
ith- SubjeQts are above being nice ; That Dignity, and Spirit 
all, ever ſuffer from ſcrupulous Exactneſe; and That the 
an  minuter Cares effeminate a Compoſition. Great Maſters 
ok of Poetry, Painting, and Statuary in their nobler works, 
ake have even affected the contrary, And juſtly for a truly⸗ 
_ ' maſculine Air partakes more of the negligent, than of 
26 | the neat, both in writings and in Life. 
at I Grandis oratio baberet 2 fue pondus. 
= ron. 
my A poem, like a criminal, under too ſevere Correction, 
er may loſe all its ſpirit, and expire. We know it was Faber 
ods imus, that was ſuch an artiſt at a Hair, or a Nail. And 

we know the cauſe was | 
Nuia ponere totum — 


Ne cia. — Ho R. | 


(20) 


To cloſe ; If a Piece of this nature wants an Apology, 
I muſt on; that thoſe who have ſtrength of mind ſuffi- 
cient profitably to devote the whole of their time to the 
ſeverer Studies, I deſpair of imitating, I can only envy, 
and admire. The mind is reliev'd, and ſtrengthen'd by 
Variety; and he that ſometimes is ſporting with his pen, 
ia only taking the moſt effectual means of giving a gene- 
ral Importance to it. This truth is clear from the Know- 
ledge of human Nature, and of Hiftory ; from which! 
could cite very celebrated Inſtances, did I not fear, 
That by citing them, I ſhould condemn my ſelf, who 
am ſo little qualify d to follow their example in its full 
extent, : | 


OCEAN. 


Concluding with a WIS . 


Let the Sea make a noiſe, let the Floods clap their bands. 


I. 
WEET rural Scene! 
Of Flicks, and Green 
At careleſs eaſe my limbs are ſpread ; 
All nature ſtill, 
But yonder rill ; 


And liſt ning pines nod o'er my head : 
| B 3 IT. 
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II. 


In proſpect wide, 
The boundleſs tyde ! 
Waves ceaſe to foam, and winds to roar 
Without a breeze, 
The curling Seas | 
Dance en, in mea/ure, to the ſhore. 


III. 


Who ſings the ſource 
Of wealth and force? | 
Vaſt field of commerce, and big war 
Where wonders dwell ! 
Where terror s ſwell ! | 
And Neptune thunders from his car? 


IV. 


Where? where are they, 
Whom Pæas's ray 
Has touch'd, and bid divinely rave ? 
What, none aſpire ? 
I ſnatch the lyre, 
And plunge into the foaming wave. 


V. 


The wave reſounds! 
The rock rebounds ! 
The Nereids to my ſong reply ! 
T lead the choir, 
And they conſpire 
With voice and ſhell, to lift it high; 


VI. 


They ſpread in air 
8 Their boſoms fair, 
Their verdant treſſes pour behind, 
The billows beat 8 
With nimble feet, | 
Wich notes triumphant ſwell the wind. 


VII. 


Who love the ſhore, 
Let thoſe adore 
The God Apollo, and his nine, 
Parnaſſus hill, 
RE And Orpheus ſkill ; 
But let 4rion's harp be mine. 


VIII. 


The main! the main! 
Is Britain's reign; | 
Her ſtrength, her glory is her feet; 
The main! the main! 
Be Britain's ſtrain; 
As Triton's ſtrong, as Syren's ſweet, 


IX. 


Thro' nature wide, 
| Is nought deſcry'd 
So rich in pleaſure, or ſurprize ; 
When all ſerene, 
How ſweet the ſcene ? 
How dreadful when the billows riſe ? 


© Pf 
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X. 


When ſtorms deface 
The fluid glaſs, 
In which e'er while Britannia fair 
Look'd down with pride, 
Like Ocean's bride, 
Adjuſting her majeſtick air ? 


II. 


When Tempeſts ceaſe 
And huſh'd in peace 
The flatten'd ſurges ſmoothly ſpread, 
Dtieep filence keep, 
And ſeem to ſleep 
| Recumbent on their oozy bed; 


XII. 


With what a trance, 
The level glance 
Unbroken, ſhoots along the Seas? 
W hich tempt from ſhore 
The painted oar ; 
And every canvas courts the breeze ! 


XIII. 


When ruſhes forth 
The frowning North 
On blackning billows, with what dread 
My ſhuddering ſoul 
Beholds them row], 
And hears their roarings o'er my head? 
XIV. Wuk 


(-ay-) 
XIV. 


With terror, mark, 
Yon flying bark! 
Now, center-deep deſcend the brave ; 
Nou, toſs'd on high 
It takes the Sky, 
A feather on the tow'ring wave! 


XV. 


Now, ſpins around 
In whirls profound; 
Now, whelm'd; now, pendant near the clouds þ 
Now, ftunn'd, it reels 
Mlidſt thunders peals; 
And, now, fierce lightning fires the ſhrouds. 


XVI. 


All Ether burns! 

| Chaos returns! 
And blends, once more, the Seas and Skies ; 5 
No ſpace between 

Thy boſom green, 

0 Deep ! and the blue Concave, lies. 


XVII. 


The northern blaſt, 
The ſhatter'd maſt, 
The ſyrt, the whirlpool, and the rock, 
| The breaking ſpout, 
The ſtars gone out, 
The boiling ftreight, the monſters ſhock. 
| XVIII. 
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XVIII. 


Let Others fear; 

To Britain dear | 
Whate er promotes her darling claim 3 
Thoſe terrors charm, 

Which keep her warm 

In chaſe of honeſt gain, or fame. 


XIX. 


The Stars are bright 
To cheer the night, 
And ſhed, thro' ſhadows, temper'd fire ; 
And Phebus flames Ds 
With burniſh'd beams, 
Which ſome adore, and all admire. 


XX. 


Are then the Seas 
Outſhone by Theſe ? 
Bright Thetys! thou art not outſhone 3 
With kinder beams, 
And ſofter gleams, 
Thy boſom wears them as thy own. 


XXI. 


There ſet in green 
Gold. lars are ſeen, 
A mantle rich! thy charms to wrap; 
And when the Sun 
| His race has run, 
He falls enomour d in thy lap. 
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XXII. 


Thoſe Clouds whoſe dyes 
Adorn the Skies, 

That filver Snow, that pearly Rain; 
Has Phæbus ſtole 
To grace the pole, 

The plunder of the invaded Main! 


XXIII. 


The gaudy Bow 
Whoſe colours glow, 

Whoſe arch, with ſo much skill is bent, 
To Phebus ray 
Which paints ſo gay, 

By Thee, the watry Wolf was lent. 


XXIV. 


In chambers deep, 
Where waters ſleep, 
What unknown Treaſures pave the floor ? 
The Pearl in rows, 
Pale luſtre throws ; 
The Wealth immenſe, which ſtorms devour. 


XXV. 


From Indian mines 
With proud deſigns 
The Merchant ſwoln, digs golden Ore: 
The tempeſts riſe, 
And ſeize the prize, 


And tols him breathlels on the ſhore, 


(28) 
XXVT. 


His Son complains 
In pious ſtrains 

o Ah! cruel thirſt of Gold” he cries z 
Then ploughs the main, Ew 
In zeal for gain, 

The tears yet ſwelling in his Eyes. 


XXVII. 


Thou watry Vaſt! 
| W hat mounds are caſt 
To bar thy dreadful flowings-o'er ? 
Thy proudeſt foam 
Muſt know it's home; 
But rage of Gold diſdains a ſhore. 


xXXVIII. 


Gold pleaſure buys, 
But pleaſure dies, | 
Too ſoon the groſs fruition cloys ; 
Tho! raptures court, 
The ſenſe is ſhort ; 
But Virtue kindles living joys ; 


XXIX. 


Joys felt alone ! 
Joys ask'd of none! 
Which Time's, and Fortune's arrows miſs ; 
Joys that ſubſiſt, 
Tho! Fates reſiſt, 
An unprecarious, endleſs bliſs | 


(29) 
— 


The Soul refin'd 
Is moſt inclin'd 
To every moral excellence: 
All vice is dull, 
A Knave's a Fool ; 
And Virtue js the child of ſenſe. 
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The virtuous mind 
Nor wave, nor wind, 
Nor civil rage, nor tyrant's frown, 
| The ſhaken Ball, 

Nor Planets fall, 
From its firm baſis can dethrone. 


XXXII. 


This Britain knows, 
And therefore glows 
With generous paſſions, and expends 
Her wealth, and zeal 
On publick weal, 
And brightens both by _ ends, 


What end ſo great, 
As that which late 
Awoke the Genius of the main. 
Which towring roſe 
With George to cloſe, 
And point out great E/iaa s rcign ? 


| 
i 
| 


( 30) 
- XXXTV. 
A voice has flown 
From Britain's throne 
To reinflame a grand deſign; 
| That voice ſhall rear 
Yon ® Fabrick fair 


As N ature's roſe at the divine. 


XXXV. 
When nature ſprung 
» Bleſt Angels ſung, 
And ſhouted o'er the riſing Ball; 
For ſtrains as high, 
As man's can fly, 
Theſe ſea-· devoted Honours call. 


XXXVI. 
From boiſterous Seas, 
The lap of Eaſe 


Receives our wounded and our old; 


High domes aſcend ! 
Stretch'd arches bend! 


Proud coluwns ſwell! wide gates unfold | 


XXXVIIL 


So ſleeps the grain; 
In foſtering rain, 


And vital beams, till Fove deſcend ; 


Then, burſts the root ! 
The verdures ſhoot ! 


| And earth enrich, adorn, defend! 


—_—_ 


® Greenwich, 


Cot )- 
XXXVIIL. 
Here, ſoft-reclin'd, 


From wave, from wind, 
And Fortune's tempeſt ſafe aſhore, 

To cheat their care, | 

Of former war cs 


They talk the pleaſing Sadowws o'er. 
XXXIX. 


In tet tales, WW 
Our Fleet prevails ; ll 
In tales the lenitives of age 7 | 
And, o'er the bowl, 
They fire the ſoul 
Of liſtning zouth, to martial rage. 


XL. 


The ſtory done, 
Their ſetting ſun 
Serenely ſmiling down the weſt, 
In ſoft decay, 
They dropt away ; 
And Honour leads them to their reſt. 


XLI. 


' Unhappy they! 

And falſely gay! 
Who bask for ever in ſucceſs ; 
A conſtant feaſt 
Quite palls the taſte, 


And long enjoyment is diſtreſs. 


( 32) 


XII 


What charms us moſt, 
Our joy, our boaſt, 

Familiar, loſes all its gloſs ; 

And gold refin'd 

The ſated mind _ 

Faſlidious turns to perfect droſs. 


XLIII. 


When, after toil, 
His native ſoil, 
The panting Mariner regains, 
What trauſport flows 
From bare repoſe ? 
Wie reap our pleaſure from our pains. 


XLIV. 
Ye warlike ſtain! 
Beneath the main, 
V\ rapt in a watry winding ſheet ; 


Who bought with blood 
Your country's good, 


Tour country's full-blown glory greet. 


XLV. 


What powerful charm 
Can Death diſarm? 


Your long, your iron ſlumbers break > 


By Jove, by Fame, 
By George's name, 
Awake! awake! awake! 


xXLVI. Our 


18 
XLVI. 


Our joy ſo proud, 
| Our ſhout ſo loud, 
Without a Charm the Dead might hear ; 
And ſee, they rouze ! 
Their awful brows, 
Deep ſcar'd, from oozy pillows rear! 


XLVII. 


With ſpiral ſhell, 
Faull blaſted, tell, 
That all your watry realms ſhould ring; ; 
Your pear/-alcoves, 
Your coral-groves 
Should eccho thtirs, and Britain's King. 


XLVIII. 


As long as ſtars 
Guide mariner, 
As Carolina's virtues pleaſe, 
Or Suns invite, 
The raviſh'd fight, 
The Britiſh flag ſhall ſweep the Seas. 


XLIX. | 


Peculiar both! 

Our ſoils frong growth, 
And our bold Natives haral; nind ; 

Sure Heaven beſpoke 

Our hearts, and ook, 


To give a Maker to mankind. 


(34) 
I. 
Tot nobleſt birth 
Ot teeming Earth, 
Of foreſt fair that daughter proud 
| To foreign coaſts 


Our grandeur boaſts, 
And Britain's pleaſure ſpeaks aloud. 


LI. 


Now big with war 
Sends Fate from far, 
If rebel realms their Fate demand ; 
Now, ſumptuous ſpoils 
Of foreign Soils 
Pours in the boſom of our land. 


III. 


Hence, Britain lays 
In ſcales, and weighs 
The Fates of Kingdoms, and of Kings 3 
And as ſhe frowns, 
Or ſmiles, on Crowns 


A night, or day of glory ſprings. 
. 


Thus Ocean ſwells 
The ſtreams, and rills, 
And to their borders lift them high ; 
Or elſe withdraws 
The mighty cauſe, 
And leaves their famiſh'd channels dry. 


(35) 
LIV. 


How mixt, how frail, 
How ſure to fail, 
Is every pleaſure of Mankind: 
A damp deſtroys 
My blooming joys, 
While Britain's glory fires my mind. 


LV. 


For who can gaze 
On reſtleſs ſeas, 


Unſtruck with &fe's more reſtleſs ſtate? 


Where all are toſs'd, 
And oft are loſt 
By tides of paſſion, blaſts of Fate ? 


LVI. 


The World's the mais, 
How vext ? how vain? | 
Ambition ſwells, and Anger foams: 
May good men find, 
Beneath the wind, 
A noiſeleſs ſhore, unruffled homes! 


LVII. 


The publick ſcene 
Of harden'd men 
Teach me, O teach me to deſpiſe } 
The world few know 
But to their woe, 
Our crimes with our experience riſe ; - 


(30) 


LVIII. 


All tender ſenſe 
Bs Is baniſh'd zhence, 
All maiden nature's firſt alarms ; 
What ſhock'd before 
Diſguſts no more, 
And what diſguſted has its charms. 


LIX. 


In landſkips green 
True 6% is ſeen,. 
With I:nocence, in ſhades, ſhe ports; 3 
In wealthy toaen, 
Proud labour frowns, 
And painted /orrox {miles in courts. 


IX. 


Theſe ſcenes untry d 
Seduc'd by pride, 
To Fortune's arrows barr'd my breaſt; 
"Till Wiſdom came, 
A hoary dame! 
And told me pleaſure was in reft. 


LXI. 


9 may 7 ff eal 
Along the ve, 
& Of humbl s life, ſecure from foes ! 
© My friend fincere ! 
M judgment clear? 
% And gentle buſineſs my repoſe} 


(37) 
LXII. 
« My mind b ſtrong 


Jo combat wreng ! 
Grateful, O King ! for favours ſhown / 
«© Soft to complain 
* For other's pain! 
And hold to triumph o'er my own! 
LXIII. 
* (When Fortunes ina, 
Acute to find, | 
«< And warm to reliſh every Boon ! 
« 4nd wile to fill 
- :- 4 Phantaſtick 27, 
& IV hoſe frightful Spectres flalk at noon ! 


LXIV. 


& No fruitleſs toils! 
* No brainleſs broils! 
© Each moment lewell d at the mark] 
* Our day /o ſhort 
% Invites to ſport 3 
«© Be ſad, and ſolemn when tis dark. 


LXV. 


t Prudence „ill 
Rein thou my will ! 


% Hat's moſt important, make moſt dear! 
« For "tis in this 


% Refides true Bliſs ; 
« True Bliſs, & Deity ſevere ! 


(38) 


LXVI. 


hen temper leans 
« To gayer ſcenes, 
1% And ſerious life acid moments Haren, 
Os ſylvan chace 
« My finecws brace ! 
Or ſong unbend my mind from cares 


LXVII. 


Nor. ſpun my foul! 
« The genial bowl, | 
* Where mirth, good. nature, ſpirit few ! 
* Ingredients 7he/e, 
« Above, to pleaſe 
The laughing Gods, the wiſe, below. 


LXVIII. 


« Tho" rich the wine, 
| „More wit, than wine, 
* More ſenſe, than wit, good-will than art, 
„May Iprovide ! 
„Fair truth, my pride 
* FS Toy, aa converſe of the heart! 


LXIX. 


« The gloomy brow, 
* The broken vow, 
« Jo di ant climcs, ye Gods ! remove ! 
* The nobly foul'd 
Weir commerce hold 


« With werds of truth, and looks of love! 


(39) 
LXX. 


« O plorious aim! 
OO wealth ſupreme! 
& Divine Benevolence of ſoul ! 
Dat greatly glows, 
« And freely flows, 
© And in one bleſſing graſs the Whole 
LXXT.-- 
«© Prophetic Schemes, 
And golden dreams, 
* May 1, unſanguin, caſt away! 
« Have, whar J have! 
And live, not leave, 
% Enamour'd of the preſent day 


LXXII. 


— 


* My hours my own! 
* My faults unknown! 
% My chief revenue in content! 
* Then, leave one beam 
«© Of honeſt fame! 
% And ſcorn the labour d monument | 


LXXIII. 


« Unhurt my urn! 
* Till that great Turn 
* When mighty Nature's ſelf ball die 
« Time cea/e to glide, 
« With human pride, 
* Sunk inthe OCEAN of Eternity, 
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